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PUSHOVER! 


That’s all she was. 
Who wanted to marry 
a girl like that? 





Our home was wrecked by a 


TEEN-AGE REBELLION 





FREE Suit for You! 


Take Only 5 Orders for Quality Made-to-Measure Tailoring! 
Do It in 30 Days or Less, Collect and Keep 


BIG ADVANCE CASH COMMISSION! 


When Suits Are Delivered, We'll Send YOU This 
Fine Made-to-Measure Suit ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Nothing to Buy! You Invest NO CASH— ever! 


Why pay money for a suit when you can get one FREE in this easy way! Sim- 
ply show your friends, neighbors, fellow-workers our great line of made- 
to-measure suits and topcoats and take their orders. Most men prefer to 
wear made-to-measure clothing and when they see the more-than-100 high 
quality fabrics and the full-color illustrations of all the up-to-the-minute 
styles—and when they learn the low prices for made-to-measure fit and qual- 
ity—you’ll take orders right and left. At the time you take orders you collect 
and KEEP A BIG, GENEROUS CASH COMMISSION. And by taking only 5 
orders in 30 days or less, you not only pocket the big commissions, but 
we will send you a suit for yourself of your own choice and made to 
your personal measure—ABSOLUTELY FREE as an EXTRA REWARD 
—when the suits are delivered to your customers! Here’s more good 
news, too... YOU DON’T NEED ANY MONEY to get started right 
away. We send you everything you need to start earning good money 
and FREE SUITS—and it’s all yours FREE! SEND NO MONEY, now 
or ever, to get the valuable Tailoring Outfit described below. Just 
MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 























Make up to $30.00 in a Day with this Valuable 


pet! 


Money-Making SAMPLE CASE 
WHICH IS YOURS ABSOLUTELY 
Here’s What You Get FREE! 


@ Sample case and over 100 actual 
fabric samples 
© Big beautiful full-color display of 
all styles 
e@ Easy measuring instructions and 
equipment 
® Money-making plans and FREE 
SUIT as extra reward 
I dsome professional-looking 
contains everything you 
t earning good money right 
You can start out in spare 
iuring lunchtime, on week- 
: after work—and you can earn 
$30.00 in a day. All over America 
g money to their regular 


wages in this very pleasant way. You 
don’t need any previous experience or 
any tailoring knowledge. Our fool-proof 
system of taking measures is easy to 
follow. You'll find all measuring equip- 
ment and simple instructions right in 
the Sample Case. 

The Case is just jam-packed full of 
more than 100 actual fabrics for suits 
and top-coats, a big full-color style dis- 
play of over 50 of the last-minute styles 
in made-to-measure clothing. You can 
start at once after those fine cash earn- 
ings and your FREE SUIT! 

Remember you DON’T SEND A PENNY 
—now or ever! If you're over 25 years 
old, this big valuable Tailoring Outfit 
is yours just for the asking—ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE! Make sure you get 
yours—fill out the coupon at the right 
—AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


532 S. THROOP ST. 


STONE-FIELD CORP. Dept. 8-964, CHICAGO 7, ILL. 








STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. B-964 | 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. | 
Please rush FREE the big valuable Sample Case | 
filled with actual fabrics, style display and every- | 
thing I need to start after my first profits and a | 
FREE SUIT. l 
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Fy Broadcloth 
Seat Pane! 


Lifts From. mere al 


@ Split Hip 
@ Waist control 
@ Lifts, Forms' 


PADDED 


GIRDLES 
6 95 


PADDED 


PADDED 
HIP & SEAT 


A] 3219 TREAT 
The most famous designer in 
the world created the original 
Now, Frederick's brings you a 
twin at a fraction of the price 
Eight-section cotton broadcloth 
back panel curves and lifts 
Satin lastex gives distinct 
derriere definition. 3” cincher 
waistband. Nylon powernet 
controls, lastex front trims 
tummy. Detachable garters 
thigh controlling legbands 
white. Sizes 23” to 30” waist 
$9.95 


8 | #3387 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
girdle with this sensational 
bottoms-up idea! B-A-R-E in the 
DERRIERE gives flattest of 
tummies and yet pushes up the 
living end" for that feminine 
natural look! Grand for sports 
wear and sheaths. White 
Sizes 23 to 30 inch waist $9.95 


#3069 FOUR INCHER! 
That's right! This 842” rayon 
Satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
boned throughout. Side hook 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments 
for garters. White. Sizes 24” 
to 32” waist. A steal at this 
low price $3.50 


o 23423 HOUR GLASS 

Cinch your waist and round out 
your hips (secret padding cour 
tesy you and Frederick's) and 
trim your tummy = till you look 
your loveliest. This nylon 
power net'li do it' White 
Black. Waist Sizes 24 to 32 
inches $9.95 


#3218 PADDED HIP 
Creates a waistline! Foam rub 
ber padded power-flex pantie 
girdie with knitted rayon ace 
tate. Add flattering curves that 
mask a heavy thigh! Removable 
garters. White, Black 
Waist Sizes 22 inch 
to 30 inch $8.95 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
This curve cuddier hides a 
mighty secret beneath your 
suit! Removabie foam rubber 
pads give you that rounded 
look behind special, inch- 
wide powernet, non-roil band 
creates curved line at waist 
Cut high up from thigh to pre 
vent showing under the short 
est of suits or shorts. White or 
Black. Sizes 23” 

to 30” waist $6.95 


#3277 TWO-TIMER 
Another Frederick's ‘‘first! 
The answer to hundreds of 
requests. Miracie under-an 
ounce foam rubber pads fit 
into miraculously shaped pock 
ets on hip and derriere. Feels 
real. Knitted nylon Powerflex 
Biack or White. Waist 
sizes 22 in. to 30 in $12.95 


#3052 SWORD POINT 
Perfect sweater bra' Points up 
bosom gloriously! Youthful sup 
port and comfort assured by 
finest satin lastex. Sheer nylon 
marquisette at top of bust 
Peek-a-boo straps for cleavage 
interest. Notice specially de 
signed low back White only 
Sizes 32-36A, 32-388 

to cup $5 
Sizes 34 to 400 $5.00 

#96 «4UP AND OUT 
Nylon crepe for young, pointed 
uplift. Stitched cups give 
young, firm lines to sagging 
breasts. Perfect bra under 
snug dresses or sweaters. In 
Black of Gardenia White. Low- 
priced. Sizes 32 to 38, B; 34 
to 40, C-cup $3.50 


Kk | #2102 MERMAID DATE 
You're sheathed in acetate 
taffeta that snug fits to mer 
maid fiounce, then flares glam 
ourously. V neck rides rim of 
the shouiders then plunges to 
bust separation. Black, Rose 
Turquoise. Sizes 7 to 15, 10 
to 20. $10.98 


#2082 PURR-TY PRETTY 
Frederick's fabulous 

values this basic 
figure-clinging sheath of wash 
n’ wear jersey. (80% Orion, 
20% Wool.) Black, Light Blue 
Radiant Red or Parsiey Green 
Junior sizes 7 to 15 of Misses 
sizes 8 to 16 $11.98 


redericks) 


Of HOLLYWOOD 


1430 N CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF 


#2357 JEALOUSY 
Petit point cotton cuddles 
every curve when you don this 
dramatic darling. Contrasting 
cummerbund-look trim 
Sational waist-accenter 
White. Junior sizes 7 to 


0 $12.98 
#2847 CLINGING VINE 
Scooped neck glamour in 
softest, clinging Arnel jersey 
Hundreds of permanent, tiny 
pleats. Huge Cavalier sieeves 
Matched contour belt, elasti 
cized waist. A perfect traveler 
washes and drip dries ina 
wink. Coral, Blue, Black or 
White. Sizes 8 to 18. $1298 


#2273 =SPOTLIGHT 
Every inch shows every curve 
in you! Cut just right for eye- 
catching bust appeal. In Rayon 
and Acetate with that uptown, 
linen-look. Aqua, Black, Beige 
Apricot 
Sizes 8 to 18 $8.98 


28628 VAMPIRE WEB 
Plunge neck unearthes cleav- 
age enhanced by fully-boned, 
bosom building bust. Shimmer- 
ing rayon and acetate faille 
sheath style, slits in front to 
reveal. Back lunges too, with 
dramatic web of grosgrain 
weaving patter of delight 


Black, Red or Turquoise. Sizes 
$19.98 


10 to 18 


#2750 MISS DOTTY 
Polka dots! Fits above and 
flares below waist. Lined cam- 
isole top has fabric overlay te 
fill bust and make halter top 
that tres behind. Cummerbund 
wrap around ties crisscross 
over midriff and tie in back 
Drip dry cotton. Red or Navy 
dots on White. Sizes 10 to 18 

$14.98 


TAFFETA 


FABULOUS 36 PAGE 
FASHION CATALOG 
WITH PURCHASE 

— OR SEND 25¢ FOR 
YEAR'S SUBSCRIPTION 
WITHOUT PURCHASE 


Hes 
ies 
qx - 


~ 


. 


RUSH NOW FROM ATO D 


YOUR 
ORDER 


Please send the fellewing styles: (ORDER BY = NUMBER) 
STYLE NO [QUANTITY size tet COLOR | 2nd CCOHKLOR PRICE 












































(CO SEND FREE CATALOG (with my purchase) 
(Cl | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 25c Postage) 


WJ 


(J SEND CO.0 NO C.0.D.'s without deposit of $1.00 each item 
WAM E 
ADORESS 
ary ZONE STATE 
EVERY PENNY REFUNDED IF WOT 100° SATISFIED! 

















Be Confident 





—use “LYSOL” 


Home-style douches can’t do the job 


that ‘‘Lysol”’ can! 


They can’t keep you sure of your 
daintiness the way you want to be! 


But ‘“‘Lysol’’ will! “Lysol” kills the 
very germs that cause embarrassing odor! 


Every time you douche with “Lysol” 
you can be confident. Because you 


know you’re sweet and nice inside! 


Try it and see. New “Lysol” brand 
disinfectant is mild. Won’t hurt you! 


To find out how to douche 

the way a doctor thinks best, 

send for free booklet 

(mailed in plain envelope). 

Write to “Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
w Jersey, Dept. D259. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


4 Lehn & Fink Product + Alse available in Canada 





ROBERT H. FENTRESS 


WILLIAM P. GRAYSON 


Jo ach te Biggie sad monthly by Johnson Publishing Co., Inc. 


Reproduction whole or part gern lB withc _ permission. 
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Cover Photo of Helen Williams 
By FPG 


TAN’s February cover girl is 23-year- 
old Helen Williams of New York, who 
in four years has become America’s 
most photographed Negro model. 
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EDITOR 


Food For Thought 


I have been reading your Tan Magazine, 
which was given to me by a friend. I enjoy 
reading this book. It has nice, interesting 
stories. So keep up the good work, and keep 
them coming. 

Sometimes these stories make us stop and 
think. Some of these things could happen to 
us. I am a mother of six children and living 
on a farm, so anything we get to read helps 
us enjoy life and know what the other part 
of the world is doing, and what happens to 
some unlucky person. It makes us more thank- 
ful for what we have. 





Mrs. Evelyn Britt 
Conway, N. C. 


I do enjoy reading stories taken from life 
in the Tan Magazine. I have just finished 
reading the November issue, and the article 
“Are You The Other Woman?” I wish every 
woman could read this inspiring article, and 
there would be less divorces. 

All the stories are wonderful, including “She 
Can’t Be Our Mother.” I enjoyed every word 
of it. 

I shall remain a constant reader. Do keep 
publishing these stories. They are so helpful 
to me. 

Mrs. Daisy Burrell 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I'm a regular reader of Tan Magazine and 
enjoy all the stories. I’ve just finished reading 
your November issue, and I really enjoyed it. 
Please continue to print more good stories like 
“She Can’t Be Our Mother.” 

Earlene Sumpter 
Far Rockaway, N. Y. 


Jackie’s Fans 


| have just finished reading your October 
issue of Tan. I really enjoyed it. All the 
stories were wonderful (in other words, real 
gone), but the two I enjoyed most were 
“Marriage Tramp,” and “Mamma’s Girl.” 

I particularly enjoyed the article on Jackie 
Wilson. I would like to know also where I 
could get in touch with him. Could you help 
me? 

Beatrice Burch 
Snow Hill, Mo. 


Editors Note: Write Jackie Wilson Y Uni- 
versal Attractions, 200 West 57th St., New 
York, N. Y. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine. | 
really enjoy it. I’d like to hear more about 
Jackie Wilson. He happens to be one of my 
favorite recording stars. So keep up the good 
work, 

Deloris Lee 
Savannah, Ga. 
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Your daintiness is assured 


when you use 


Massengill. Powder 


for feminine hygiene 


You'll feel dainty, refreshed and really clean after a Massengill 
Powder douche. Its fresh fragrance is appealing. Its scientific 
formula is carefully prepared to assure long-lasting cleansing, 
deodorizing, soothing protection. 

Doctors recommend Massengill Powder, and registered nurses 
use it widely. They know it is safe and effective. 

Massengill Powder solutions 

are easy to prepare and non- Ask for 

staining. Try it today—and be Massengill 

sure of personal cleanliness. 

























I am a regular reader of TAN and would 
ike for my name to appear in the Pen Pals 
ection. I am 18 years old, 5’7%4” tall, have 
black hair and light complexion. 

[ would like to correspond with girls and 
boys between the ages of 17 and 21. All letters 
vill be answered promptly, for I just love to 
vrite, and | will exchange photos. I love skat- 
g, dancing and records. 
| would like to hear very soon from anyone 

is willing to write. 

Eleanor Lolita Wattley 

1825 Hanna St. 

Fort Wayne, Ind. 
I’m most interested in becoming a member of 
ir Pen Pals club. I’m 28 years of age, me- 
lium brown complexion, black hair, brown 

height 6/1”. My hobbies are photography, 

writing and reading, and I would like to cor- 
respond with young ladies ages 19 to 30. I 
exchange photos and answer all letters. 

Anthony Antoinette 

4853 S. Calumet Ave. 

Chicago 15, Ill. 

[ would appreciate it very much if you 
would publish my name in your -Pen Pal 

jlumn. I am a Negro, 16 years old. I am 

124 lbs., red hair, brown complexion and 
brown eyes. My measurements are 34-23-36. 

[ attend senior high school, and would like 
for boys and girls from all over the world to 
correspond with me. My interests are dancing, 
lating, skating and modern jazz and rock and 
roll. [| will exchange all letters and photos. 

Gwendolyn V. Ashford 
12234 S. Los Angeles St. 
Los Angeles 61, Calif. 

[ am a constant reader of TAN Magazine and 
enjoy it very much. | am stationed in Alaska 
it present, however, will be discharged soon. 
[It is very lonely here and I am very interested 

riting to young ladies who are single and 
career minded, or all students. 

[ am 5/9” tall, with brown eyes, medium 
complexion and am considered ruggedly hand- 
my friends. I am 28 years old and 


ome by 


speak German fluently, some Japanese and 
Russian. My interests are science, languages, 
travel, politics, all sports, music, art and 


writing short stories or poetry. 
study in Europe, either Switzerland or 
France, in mid 1960. I promise to answer all 
letters received without exception. 
Lloyd Mark Collier 
Hq. llth Air Div(DEF) 
P.C. Box 434 
Fairbanks, Alaska 
| am a reader of TAN Magazine and I would 
ippreciate it very much if you would place my 
n the Pen Pal columns. I am a young 
lady 17 years of age, 5’4” tall, weigh 120 lbs. 
| have brown eyes, black hair, with a medium 
dark npiexion. 
ould like to correspond with girls and 
boys between the ages of 17-19. I would also 
like to correspond with servicemen between 
the ages of 17-21. All letters will be promptly 
d, and photos would be appreciated. 
Ethel Alexander 
319 Lorenz Avenue 
Dayton 17, Ohio 


name 


answere 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I should be very much obliged if you would 
have my name published in your Pen Pal 
columns. I am a 29-year-old American. I was 
born in Chicago, but have been living in Sao 
Paulo, Brazil since I was 18. In Brazil, I sel- 
dom come in contact with Negroes and I ask 
your help in bringing me in contact with 
people of my color. I would welcome friendly 
correspondence. 

I will answer all letters promptly, and if 
requested, will exchange photos. 

Lennie K. Brown 

R. Madre Cabrini 434 
Sao Paulo, Brasil 
South America 

I would be more than grateful if you would 
print my name in your Pen Pa! column. I am 
a Negro girl, 19 years old, 5’7” tall, and a 
member of the Women’s Army Corps. 

I have a great interest in corresponding with 
people from all over the world. I will be glad 
to exchange photos. All letters will be an- 
swered. 


Pvt. Phyllis J. Mitchell 
WA 8218837 

WAC DET USECR 
Fort Belvoir, Va. 

I would like very much if you could publish 
my letter in your Pen Pal section. I am a 
teen-age Negro boy. My hobbies are dancing, 
swimming, reading and collecting the latest 
cha cha and rock and roll records. 

I would like to exchange letters with girls 
between the ages of 15 to 20. Nationality does 
not matter. I promise to answer all letters and 
exchange photos when wanted. Please girls, 
write to me. 

Errol Samuel 

48 Duke Street 
Port of Spain 
Trinidad, F.W.I. 

I have been a reader of TAN Magazine for 
quite a while, and enjoy it very much. I only 
wish now that you add my name to your Pen 
Pal column. 

I am a Negro girl, 22 years old, 5'7”, weight 
146 Ibs. I have brown complexion, black hair 
and brown eyes. I love all sports, dancing, 
reading, writing and working. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 22 to 28. All letters will 
be answered promptly. I will gladly exchange 
photos. 

Annie Dale Harrell 
863 Third St. 
Beloit, Wis. 

I’m a regular reader of Tan Magazine and 
would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pal club. I’m 16 years old, 5’6%”, 140 lbs. I 
have black hair and brown complexion, and 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
(boys preferably) from the ages of 17 to 20. 

My hobbies are reading, sewing and danc- 
ing. I promise to answer each and every letter 
I receive and exchange photos. 

Ann Henderson 
804 W. 3rd St. 
Hearne, Tex. 

Would you please print my name in the Pen 
Pal section of Tan. I have long been a reader 
of your magazine. I am an African of Kenya. 


My age is 29 years. I have light brown com- 
plexion, dark brown hair, and brown eyes. My 
height is 5’6”, weight 140 lbs. I like sports, 
reading and music. 

I would like very much to correspond with 
girls all over the world, regardless of race, and 
will be glad to exchange photos. 

Kutotto A. William 
Woolworths Ltd., 
P. O. Box 984, 
Nairobi, Kenya 
East Africa 

Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal column? I am 17 years old, and I attend 
high school here in St. Croix. I am 5’5” tall, 
and weigh 139 lbs. My complexion is brown, 
and I have black hair and brown eyes. My 
favorite hobbies are: basketball, baseball, 
Latin-American music and sewing. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women from England, Panama, and the 
United States between the ages of 18 and 24 
years. | will answer all letters received. 

Eleanor Jemberton 
Box #224 
Christiansted, 

St. Croix, Virgin Islands 

It gives me great pleasure in writing you 
this letter, and I would like to be included in 
your Pen Pal columns. I was born in Panama, 
Central America, and now reside in the U. S. 
I am 29 years old, black hair, brown eyes, tan 
complexion, weight 140 Ibs., height 5’9” tall, 
and slim. I also served with the U. S. Army 
during the Korean conflict. 

[ would like to correspond with ladies all 
over the world, race doesn’t matter, from 20 
years up. My hobbies are collecting stamps 
and coins, magazines, photos, and song poems, 
of which I have written several. I also like 
dancing the mambo, cha cha cha, and rock 
and roll music. 

I will answer all letters, and would like to 
receive photos in the first letter. 

Granville Gordon 
428 Vanderbilt Ave. 
Brooklyn 38, N. Y. 

I wish for my name to be included in the 
Pen Pal list. I’m a Negro, have light brown 
complexion, 5'7” tall, weigh 127 lbs., and am 
16 years old. 

I wish to receive letters from boys and girls 
of all ages, 17 on up, or any age or race. 
will exchange photos and answer letters at 
once, I promise. 

Joyce Powell 
761 Webster Place 
Plainfield, N. J. 

I'm most interested in becoming a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I’m 21 years of age, 
have light brown complexion, black hair and 
brown eyes. My height is 5’4”, and weight, 121 
lbs. My hobbies include music, rock and roll, 
jazz, movies and reading magazines. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 21 to 28 years. I will an- 
swer all letters, and gladly exchange photos. 

Edna Ruth McCarley 
420 South 11th St. 
West Memphis, Ark. 
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By Eve Lynne 
EAR EVE: 


I am 24 years old, and was mar- 


ried at 17. I now have two small boys, 
six and four years old. My husband and 
I are separated for about a year already, 
and I’m not planning to go back to him 
because the kids and I both had a rough 
time with him. 

I have met a nice fellow and we are 
in love with each other, but his family 
objects to his going with me because I 
was once married. He says he doesn’t 
care. He loves me and is going to do 
what he wants to do, but our going to- 
gether has caused confusion with his 
family. He is 23 years old, and has never 
been married. He wants to marry me 
when I get a divorce. Please tell me 
what to do. I love him very much, but 
I don’t want to cause any hard feelings 
with his family. 

M. L. T. 
Bronx, N. Y. 
Dear M.L.T.: 

There are some things to which we 
have to earn the right, and your place in 
the life of this young man is one of them. 
First, you should be completely free, 
legally, before you even begin to make 
plans for the future. Then, perhaps your 
young man’s parents would look favor- 
ably upon a waiting period—of a year, 
at least—since both of you are quite 
young and time is still the best healer. 
Prove your ability to be a person in your 
own right, not a leaner on the next best 
shoulder, and, unless there’s a religious 
restriction, you should have not only the 
respect of the young man’s parents, but 
their blessing, and your own personal 


feeling of satisfaction. 


Dear Eve: 


I am 21 years old, and very much in 


love with a man 30 years old. He wants | 


me to marry him, but my sister doesn’t | 


want me to marry him. She says he is no 
good, and if I marry him, I am never 
again to set foot in her house. This man 
has done nothing to make me feel this 
way toward him. Will I be making a 
mistake going against my sister and 
marrying him? [| love him very much. 


Please help me. 
B. D. 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Dear B. D.: 
Ask your sister to tell you frankly ex- 


actly what her objections are to your | 


marriage. Make her realize that your 
future is at stake, and that you must 
know the truth. It is not likely that she 
would let a small personal prejudice be 
the basis of such a strong feeling against 
your intended husband. Ask her sincere- 


ly, listen to her with faith, then make | 


your own decision. 


Dear Eve: 
I am 15 and the young boy I know I 
really love is 16, and he lives out of 


town. I met him when I was on my 


summer vacation. It was the most thrill- | 


ing vacation of my life. I’ve never been | 


in love like this before. 

My problem is, that we can’t ever see 
each other. What can we do to see each 
other? Please tell me what we must do. 
We love each other so much. 

B. G. 
Lakeland, Fla. 
Dear B. G.: 

Admittedly, the U. S. mails are a poor 

substitute for those lovely vacation days 


together, but you can use this opportu- | 


nity to learn more about each other with- 
out the disturbing emotions of personal 
contact. Also, this period of absence will 
test the strength of your love, and next 
summer will come before you know it. 


Dear Eve: 

I have a boy friend who says that he 
loves me, but there’s another girl he 
dates. I’ve just started dating. 
not allowed to go out and she can. Could 
this be the reason? 


I’m 


Trouble 
Dear Trouble: 
It could be. 








The prettiest a 
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BRIGHTER San 


You’ll be thrilled with Black and 
White Bleaching Cream! Start 
using it as directed and see your 
dull, dark skin take on a new light- 
er, brighter, softer, smoother look! 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows no faster way of 

* lightening skin. 


BLACK 4x> WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
xp, do DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 
Does Drunkenness Threaten Your 
Happiness Or Your Loved Ones? 
This Remarkable New Discovery 
an = And Rx ily, Helps *Gring 


This Is Src A ees Method. 
Easy To Take. Nothing Like It 
. atte Not Represented As A Per- 
" But It Is A Doctor's Recognized 
Method Of Withdrawal Of Alcohol. You Can Go 
To Business And Carry On Your = Life As 
Usual, While Using ‘Our Method. y Be Used 
Whiskey, Wine, —— ‘Gin, Etc, 
Seaproumment Is Noticed In A Short 
The Pay 7 Is by ~-A Low. Only $10.00 
rer The la, and Instructions. 
This Is The ‘Only Method — Seorentets Satisfac- 
tion Or bad Will Bless 
You Saw This Ad As” ad... Have 
Already Done. Mail Your $10.00 With Order 
Or Pay Postman When You Receive Package. 
DEPT. 9A 


SOBERIN AIDS CO. 
P.O. Bex 42 Rugby Station Breoklyn 3, N. Y. 
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FREE! "Hilientures in Dress Desivn 








DESIGN SMART-LOOKING CLOTHES 
LEARN AT HOME - IN SPARE TIME 
Am Excellent Starting Peint fer a Career 


W ether you wish to make a career of dress designing or 
want only to gain the skill ied to create original 
styles for yourself and members of your family, the National 
School of Dress Design now offers you the opportunity to 
a ire practical basic training which requires only spare 
study at home 
> those with aptitude, our interesting home study foun- 
lation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketching 
Pat Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a sound 
ental background—a background which may open 
to an eventual fashion career, or add fascination, 
nd zest, as well as increased skill, to the work of the 
nomes: r or the dressmaker. 
A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all easen- 
’ inciples 
method, step- 
instructor who 










of styling and costume designing. Basic 
are t by the inspiring “learn-by-doing™ 
by under the supervision of a qualifi 
takes a real interest in your progress. 
FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
Clip and mail coupon below at once for valuable free book- 
let, “Adventures in Dress Design,” and fuil particulars. Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No salesman will call.) 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3232, Chicago 14, ill. 


National Schoo! Of Dress Design, Dept. 3232 
835 I rsey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 


Please send me FREE pad peregeia your booklet, 
Adventures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 

Pe Ce ceSUOO CSO SETEESOCRODO CSS COO RESC COR Ee CORCCSORS 
0000s oscentcensseeseepepenbabeceeiedsuwexesegs 
Ey Ope Zone... .State........... 


iccredited by National Home Study Council 








OEMS 


Wanted To Be Set To Music 
y America’s Largest Song Studio. 
Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 

FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 


WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME — 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
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* 
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AMO’ 
FUME must help YOU, 
your $2 right back. Write NOW. 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 2-T,220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 





he first time science has found a 
ing substance with the astonishing 
shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
hout surgery. 
after case, while gently relieving 
ial reduction (shrinkage) took place. 
mazing of all—results were so 
that sufferers made astonishing 
s like “Piles have ceased to be a 


ret is a new healing substance 
*)—discovery of a world-famous 

institute. 
ibstance is now available in sup- 
D y ointment form under the name 
f ution H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
r back guarantee. Reg. U.S. Pat. of. 








By Margo Hughes 


RESS agents for that hot-hot-hot new recording 

star, Bobby Freeman, are looking high and low for the 
young singer. Seems he owes them a bundle for touting his 
name around. Bobby was discovered by Max Baer, the ex- 
heavyweight champ who died recently. Max also managed 
his career. 


Singer Nellie Lutcher, who hasn’t been heard from in 
quite some time, is trying for a comeback via an old smash 
hit of hers. With a new rock ’n’ roll beat added to the back- 
ground, Nellie’s big hit of 1947, My Mother’s Eyes, has been 
re-released and is creating somewhat of a stir. 


In a collection of more than 200 original songs writ- 
ten by him, pianist Erroll Garner still has only three songs 
with lyrics. But with or without words, Misty is certainly 


his first big ballad hit. 


Twenty-one-year-old New York actor Billy Dee Wil- 
liams, who stars in the Paul Muni motion picture Last Angry 
Man, was given the part after the great Muni took one look 
at him and without a screen test. This is unheard of in the 
motion picture business. Now that the picture is released, 
Muni has taken young Billy under his wing and is tutoring 
him privately, which could result in Billy developing into one 
of our finest actors. 


New York actress Hilda Haynes, who played stage 
mother to the young boy in Take A Giant Step during its 
Broadway run, was certain that she would play the screen 
version with Johnny Nash as the boy. But, casting being 
what it is, not so. However, she finally gets to play mother 
to Johnny Nash in the MGM juvenile delinquent film, Key 
Witness. 


Sidney Poitier flies to Martinique in the French West 
Indies this month to play the escaped convict in The Devil At 
Four O'clock. Spencer Tracy plays a priest who helps him. 


A much photographed New York model was unaware 
that singer Sam Cooke had a new cigarette lighter, until the 
news of his marriage to the Chicago cutie hit front pages 


across the states. 


Ebony Magazine’s favorite glamour boy, handsome 
male model Hal DeWindt, is wondering what to do about 
the latest request from a young lady who has fallen in love 
with him (via magazine photos). She writes that the maga- 
zine cover shots she now has are no longer adequate and 
insists that she must have a life-size picture of Hal to hang 
on her bedroom wall. (Continued on Page 61) 
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Brook Benton 


me 
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REEZING ALONG WITH THE BREEZE/Eddie Heywood (Mercury) : Breezing 


along with Eddie Heywood on this one is sort of like taking a musical look 


Reco 





at the seasonal weather report. The soft, gentle patter of Heywood artistry coaxes 
no less than 11 windblown tunes from the piano, the best-known of these probably 
being Soft Summer Breeze and Begin The Beguine, two of Eddie’s best, With The 
Wind And The Rain In Your Hair, The Breeze And 1, High On A Windy Hill and 
the title album song. 

Four of the tunes featured in the album were composed by Heywood himeelf: 
Winds In Autumn, Whispering Wind, Evening Breeze and the delightful Soft 
Summer. Rounding out this highly listenable album are: / Feel Like A Feather In 
The Breeze and Gone With The Wind. 

The arrangements are by Heywood and Frank Hunter, the latter also conducting 
the orchestra. 

ENDLESSLY/Brook Benton (Mercury) : 
referred to as Mr. Benton’s calling card. 
pan, that his previous works were not just lucky streaks, and that anybody who 


This tune package may quite easily be 
It says, in effect, that he is no flash in the 


intends to get a corner on the pop singing market during the next few years will 
have him to contend with. 

Brook Benton sings with enthusiasm, feeling and good voice. And, on this album 
of standards, he sings with considerable distinction. Everything here, with the 
exception of his own tune, Endlessly, has been done many times before by many 
people. Nevertheless, Benton manages to put his own particular brand on each 
one. He is given considerable aid in this department by arranger-conductor Fred 
Norman. 

Benton has not failed his followers with this album, and through it should gain 


enough converts to make even Billy Graham jealous. 












Ruins Health, Hap; 
=. riptin Cycle "OUICKLY 
EXPENSI Use new 
ALCOREM. the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a Treatment or Cure but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 











from liquor. May be taken in 

=e pet. New ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 

. GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is 

d b: 1A rity. Comes ready to use 

a = instructions included—need not cause time out 

from work. One happy ALCOREM user writes: *‘I took 

ALCOREM 9 years ago, and have not taken or wanted 

a drink since then. Please send me ALCOREM for @ 
friend of mine who is a heavy drinker.'’—Mr. H.F., 

Princeton, Ky. As an additional help we send... FREE! 

21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM Special 
Formula rer a to aie Servons and digestive systems. 

Also WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed drinker to 


Ai 





proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman $8,9§ plus C.O.D. and tage. To SAVE 
904in C.0.D. and postage, send 3 $8.95eicn order. 

Known world wide since 1948 

MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. N- 20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 





al FEMALE HELP WANTED 


i | $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
{'./ dresses supplied to you by us. 
Just show Fashion Frocks to | 





friends in spare time. No in- 
vestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Dept. D-21141. Cincinnati 2, O. 

















Yo) Sei 7-45 


WANTED 
— Songwriters, with publisher contacts, 
(/ER) want song ideas. SHARE ROYALTIES. 
_ NO FEES. Send poems: 


SONGWRITERS’ ASSOCIATES 
Studio K, 1650 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 

















P 
| 3016 W. Van Buren St., 


| MANCATCHER (Brand) PERFUME 
ONLY $2.98 


Try a few drops of MAN- 
CATCHER—a little behind 
your ears . . . on your wrists 
—a wee bit in some Special 
Place. It may give you, too, 
that wonderful feeling all over. 
This potent powerful, exotic 
perfume can give you that 
extra something you need for 
success in love and marriage 
. . « that sweetness, that all 
men like. You will never want 
to be without it. 
it’s irresistible! Men love girls who are feminine. Men 
are more often drawn by the potent fragrance of good per- 
fume that makes you seem different from other girls. . . 
they will want to be around you. So order MANCATCHER 
NOW! When postman delivers this amazing brand of per- 
fume, deposit only $2.98 plus €.0.D. handling charges 
(3 for $7.00). FREE FOR PROMPT ACTION—Bottle 
of Chinese Brand Floor Wash (Green) makes the home 
smell sweet and pleasant—chases away foul, evil smelling 
odors in the hause. ORDER NOW!! 


ERFUME PRODUCTS CoO. 
Chieago 12. til. 





Dept. 502 
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how can you 


DEVELOP 


a more dramatic 
figure ...? 


Many recent experiments have 
produced almost miraculous 
results by combining Genuine 


with ROYAL BEE JELLY. 
Now for the first time, this unique 
combination is available to all 
women who long for exciting 
figure beauty. You can order 


MINK ROYALE CREME 

“po & BODY DEVELOPER 
only by mail at( Full ioz.jar$ 
special intro- 
ductory prices. Full 2oz. jar $2.98 
Safe, harmless, and oon to you 
in plain wrapper on MONEY 
BACK GUAR. Send check or M.O. 
ppd., or C.0.D. plus postage. 
MARSHALL DRUG REMEDIES, INC. 
Dept. 10,30x 188, Forest Hills 75, N. Y. 





























By SARA HOWARD as told to LARRY STILL 


I WAS walking home in the rain when I saw the headlines 
on the newsstand. I almost flipped. 

But it was all there, all right: the story about the mounting 
problem of unwed mothers, the growing burden placed on 
state welfare funds by the increase in illegitimate children, 
the problem of run-away fathers. And for many readers of 
that newspaper the facts would be shocking. But not to me, 
for I was a real part of that story. But then, that was my 
secret, a secret to all but the few who had seen the now dusty 
court records. 

As I stood there in the rain, reading the newspaper, rage 
began to swell inside, and | started stumbling toward my 
apartment, vainly trying to fight back the salty tears that 
tumbled down my cheeks to mix with the cold, hard rain- 


Author shows birth certificate to young son she 
once thought of putting up for adoption, now feels 
her experience will make her a better mother. 








drops. Already my mind was spinning back through the 
murky passageways of expended time, picking out the little 
pieces that essentially made out the story of my life; a life 
of loneliness, of searching, misguidedly perhaps, through 
that new and often misunderstood fraternity known as the 
beat generation, of falling victim to my own disdain for one 
of the basic canons of society, and of having to turn, at last, 
to that very society for help. 

I was in full tears when I staggered into the small, dingy, 
apartment lobby. The darned elevator wasn’t working, so | 
stumbled up the stairs, soaking wet and almost so blind with 
rage that I could hardly get the key in my door. 

As I entered the one-room kitchenette, little Buddy came 
running toward me, calling: “Mommy, Mommy!” 


I swept him into my arms, smothering him with kisses 
until he almost became frightened. I could feel the hate be- 
ginning to leave my body as I hugged him tighter. Then I 
pushed him away and smiled at his alarmed face. 

“I was waiting for you, Mommy,” he said hesitatingly. 
“Margie said you were coming.” He was referring to his 
teen-aged baby sitter who picked him up from nursery school 
and kept him for me. 

“Mommy was rushing home as soon as she could,” | 
laughed, throwing off my coat. 

Buddy was such a pretty baby with his grey eyes and curly 
locks. Anyone could look at him and tell that he was part 
white. That’s what I hated most, I thought with a tinge of 
regret, but I tried not to take it out on Buddy. We had been 


- > 2t i 
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very happy together since I brought him from the foundling 
home. I had tried to give him away at first, but now we had 
become so attached to each other, I could never give him up. 

I often wondered how much happier we would have been 
if his father was with us; or how happy we could ever be in 
the future as he tried to live down the background I had 
given him. 

The Future, | thought as I looked around the dirty apart-. 
ment with the crummy kitchenette. I was determined to get 
something better for Buddy so he would not grow up to be a 
hoodlum or a dope addict or any of the other vicious speci- 
mens our horrible neighborhood produced. And _ yet, 
wherever he went, he might turn out to be a crazy, mixed-up 
kid like myself. 

1] 


























NEW FEATHERLIGHT 
4-in-1 FLEX-0-LETTE 


Slenderizes for Pencil-Slim Fashions! 
@ CONTOUR BRA with 


exclusive magic moulding, 
push-up design and foam 
rubber cups that gently 
cuddie your bustline to 
new heights of youthful 
allure. 







eWAIST- 
CINCHER— 
slims and trims 
inches off your 
middle... ban- 
ishes ugly bulges 


eGIRDLE— 
that gives you 
the slender fig- 
ure so you can 
easily slip into 
the dress size 
you've always 
wanted to wear. 


e ADJUST- 
ABLE GARTER 
BELT—with re- 


movable garters, 


ength center opening makes it so easy to 

get ir batiste elastic sides and back panel 
t-r-e-t-c-h and g-i-v-e as you stretch, bend, 

dance and walk. Long back for extra control. 
E ely embroidered broadcloth or nylon. Satis- 
1 juaranteed. $10 value for only $6.98. 
lack, white or pink. A cups, 32-36; B cups, 32-40; 

: 2-42 


RONT OPENING! 
Easy To Get Into 





HIP CONTROL 
$4.98 BROADCLOTH 
onl y 6 OR NYLON 
1ON OR MONEY BACK 
FASHIONS, Dept. F91H, ' 
Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. | 
| FLEX-O-LETTE C.0.D. $6.98 plus postage. | 
nclose $6.98. You pay postage. 
Weer tovevesevesenceses GERGR ce cccscscs | 
loth O Nylon | 
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YOUR PRAYER CROSS! 


~ Praying for God's Help & Pro- 
mee tection? The Perpetual Prayer 
Ve, Cross is a mighty sym- 
yw) bol of Faith. Spiritual 










like the famous 
Ceng, Erie. reputed holder of a 
piece of the True Cross of Jesus. 
i The back has the Dove & Tri- 
angle, symbolic of the Lord, also 
a symbol of your Praying Hands, & 
with this Powerful Perpetual Blessing Prayer in Latin. 
leadi for God's Help—‘‘O Lord Protect Me from Mis- 
rtur kness, Harm & Evil, & Bless Me to Gain My 


Worthy Desires!” Wear it. or Give it! Be Encouraged. 
piri Helped, Comforted, for Peace, Happiness! A 
Hol jer of the ancient Prayer Crosses 


é stage. Money Back Guaranteed. Copyright '57— 
Dept. 7, P. S. BUREAU CO., Box 72, 
Gen. P. O., BROOKLYN, N. Y. 





S LONG AS I could remember. | had 
never known what I wanted, where 
I was going. or what I was going to do. 
My mother died when | was born in 
LaCrosse, Wis. I spent most of my early 
life with my dad in LaCrosse. He gave 
me everything I wanted but the atten- 
tion a girl needs. When we later moved 
to a large mid-western city and | began 
attending an all-girl high school, | saw 
the first colored person I had ever seen 
outside of my family. 

After high school graduation, I went 
back to LaCrosse to attend teacher’s col- 
lege, but I didn’t like the small town any- 
more, so I soon went back to the big city 
and moved into a YMCA in a white sec- 
tion of town. I was attracted by the 
area’s bright lights, bohemian night 
clubs and mixed crowds. It*wasn’t that 
I didn’t like Negroes; I just didn’t think 
about race—everybody was the same to 
me then. The area was something like 
Greenwich Village in New York. I 
started going around with a group of 
young writers and artists and hangers- 
on, like myself. 

That’s how I met the fellow I shall 
call Jack, in one of those little places 
where you drink beer and talk about 
culture. I was with Frank, a Negro writer 
who sort of felt the way I did about 
race. We used to go around together 
quite a bit. 

We were playing the bowling machine 
when Jack walked right up and said. 
“Mind if I play?” He knew Frank only 
slightly, but he joined the party as if he 
had been running with us for years. 

Before we split up that night, he 
turned abruptly to me and said: “How 
about going out with me sometime?” 





| WAS A 
VICTIM 


OF THE 
BEAT 


GENERATION 


The word “Okay” came out before | 
knew it. I wasn’t exactly knocked out 
by him, but I liked his direct approach. 

Jack and I dug each other’s sense of 
humor, and he talked like a straight fel- 
low, so soon Jack and Frank and I were 
all going out together to the bohemian 
spots and parties. Finally, it was just 
Jack and I. 

Jack was in college then. He was al- 
ways talking about geo-politics, world 
population problems, and how every- 
body must learn to live together. He 
didn’t sound phony then, and it seemed 
to make sense. We'd go to the park and 
to libraries and to all the “way out” 
places where they read poetry and played 
jazz. We’d even go to church on Sunday 
—one where everybody seemed so lib- 
eral, like it was the latest style or some- 
thing. 








W E DATED for‘almost a year before 
we got real tight. I was still seeing 
Frank, too, but not as much. 

I can remember the first time Jack 
kissed me. I mean really kissed me. We 
were coming home from one of those 
parties where they play bongo drums 
and everybody sits around talking about 
what’s wrong with society and middle 
class morals and how nobody appreciates 
new genius in the arts. You know that 
jazz. As we walked into the foyer of the 
apartment | now shared with two white 
girls, Jack suddenly spun me around and 
pressed his mouth hard against mine. He 
had kissed me before, but not like that. 
This was for real. When I pushed him 
gently away, I knew he didn’t want to go. 
I didn’t want him to go, either. 

That night I thought a long time about 
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having an affair with Jack. I knew my 
older sister, who was the big influence 
in my life because she took the place 
of my mother, would disown me if she 
knew. Not just because Jack was white. 
We all grew up with the idea that whites 
were like everybody else: no better and 
no worse. 

It wasn’t the sex part of it I objected 
to, either. I had rejected the theories of 
chastity and virgin marriages as bour- 
geois morality long ago. But I knew 
what was troubling me, even though | 
didn’t want to admit it: I didn’t want a 
relationship with Jack because I was 
afraid that he and all my white friends 
would think every colored girl was easy 
to get. I guess you would call it race 
pride, although I never knew I had it. 
Now I had a problem. 

I went to sleep with it—alone that 
night. But the next time Jack and I went 
out again, I forgot about it. We didn’t 
come back to my apartment. We went 
to his. 


OON FRANK began to figure how it 

“was with Jack and me. He stopped 
coming around. I was sorry about this 
because I really dug Frank. But some- 
thing kept pulling me to Jack. I didn’t 
know what it was; maybe his directness 
or his cosmopolitan air. He seemed to 
know everything. Maybe it was the glit- 
ter of the crowd that surrounded him. He 
threw big names around like horseshoes. 

One night Frank saw us out together 
and took me aside. “I hope you know 


what you are doing, Sara,” was all he 
said at first. 





Picking up son from nursery school, author greets him as he comes out door. Efforts to 


I became indignant. “You introduced 
me to him!” I flared. “What’s wrong 
with my going out with him?” 

“Nothing,” Frank said quietly, “as 
long as you know what you’re doing.” 

“What do you mean?” I persisted. 

Leveling me straight in the eye, Frank 
shot back: “Look, baby, you and I both 
know the score. No matter what you do, 
these Crackers don’t change. I’ve been 
on the scene a long time. If everything 
is straight between you and Jack, that’s 
cool. But, if you don’t know what you’re 
doing, you’d better ask somebody.” 

I flushed with more anger and 
flounced away. I knew Frank was trying 
to say I was going all the way with Jack 
because he was white. He was warning 
me that if Jack and I didn’t dig each 
other for ourselves, our relationship was 
bad. Frank was no moralist, but he un- 
derstood life. Although he was right 
alongside me most of the way, he saw me 
heading for trouble and tried to stop me. 

It was right after my conversation 
with Frank that I got guts enough to quit 
seeing Jack. I thought my roommates 
and some of the other kids in the crowd 
were beginning to talk about our affair. 
I began to think they were laughing be- 
hind my back, so I decided to move out 
and go back to my family in another 
section of town. If Jack wanted to follow 
me and call me over there, maybe we 
would still date. But he didn’t. 

“I don’t know why you're doing it, 
Sara,” he said when I moved. “You’re 
letting your complexes get the best of 
you.” 


After I (Continued on Page 81) 





get court ruling on paternity ended with her receiving child welfare funds until she was 
able to support herself and son. She feels racial issue played part in her case. 
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WRITE YOUR OWN MUSIC 
FOR YOUR SONG POEMS! 


FUN and possibly even PROFIT in writing the music for 
your own SONG POEMS with amazing new COMPOSA- 
GRAPH. This marvelous invention has you setting your 
own SONG POEMS to music the very first time you try! 
You can now write tunes even if you don’t know a single 
note of music! Simple as A BC! Compose your own 
melodies for your SONG POEMS, Love Songs, Hymns 
and Popular Songs! Write for Free Folder today! 


COMPOSAGRAPH, BOX 1902, DARIEN, CONN. 


Be a Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 
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Your family needs 


-helps get rid of the colds they have 


Scotts Emulsion 
...the cod liver oil tonic 





* builds them up against new ones 


Remember, way back, when you 
and most everyone took cod liver 
il? Mother was sure it was one 
»f the best ways to build you up 
and fight off colds. How right she 
was! Now... your whole family 
can get these same cod liver oil 
benefits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winterize 
our body against colds. 

New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
n cod liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


vitamins you need to fight off the 
cold you have now—and to pro- 
tect you from catching new ones. 
And Scott’s Emulsion is homoge- 
nized, so its full benefits start to 
work in your system right away. 

So, if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter . .. it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, the 
cod liver oil tonic for colds, at 
your drug counter today. 












Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 


. 
Scotts Emu Ision . .. specially made to winterize your body against colds! 
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BEN-HUR 


The lavish and colorful $15 million M-G-M production of Ben-Hur is a Biblical 
spectacle which recreates the world of the Romans and Judea at the time of Christ. 
The huge cast, headed by Charlton Heston (as Ben-Hur, prince of one of the wealth- 
iest families in Judea, who survives the life of a galley slave to seek revenge on the 
Roman conquerors) and Haya Harareet (as Esther, beloved of Ben-Hur) includes 


thousands more. 

Ben-Hur is a big picture, and a long 
picture—three hours and 30 minutes 
—with many passionate and moving 
scenes, all played with overpowering 
force and lasting impact. Aside from the 
deeply religious and reverent theme in- 
volving the birth and Crucifixion of 
Christ, there is the engrossing family 
relationship between Ben-Hur and his 
mother and sister: the touching romance 
with Esther, the former slave; his re- 
lationship with the Roman consul, whom 
he rescued after a sea battle, and his 


: A Biblical Spectacle. 
troubles with Messala, the Roman boyhood friend who became his enemy. One of 


the unforgettable experiences of the motion picture is the exciting chariot race be- 
tween Ben-Hur and Messala in the massive outdoor arena. This is a triumph of 
spectacle and magnitude. 

Ben-Hur is filmed in Metro’s new Camera 65—Technicolor process, and is di- 
rected by William Wyler. The story is from the novel by Gen. Lew Wallace. 


‘LI'L ABNER’ 


The wacky and wonderful world of 
Al Capp is brought to life by Norman 
Panama and Melvin Frank in a spectac- 
ular film version of the Broadway mu- 
sical hit Li7l Abner. Filmed in Vista- 
Vision and Technicolor by Paramount, 
the picture stars Leslie Parrish and Peter 
Palmer as the comic-strip characters 
Daisy Mae and Li’l Abner. They are as- 
sisted entertainingly by Julie Newmar. 
Stubby Kaye, Stella Stevens, a fantastic 
collection of Dogpatch inhabitants. 

The story opens in Dogpatch, moves 
to Washington, D. C., and winds up back 
in Dogpatch. The simple plot revolves 
around a Congressional plan to use Li’! 
Abner’s adorable hometown for an atom bomb testing ground because it is the 
“most useless place in America.” The only way its citizens can save Dogpatch is 
for them to find something “necessary” about it. The residents are shook up by 
this downright tearful news, but Mammy Yokum saves the day with her invigor- 
ating Yokumberry Juice—the stimulant that has made Abner the fine physical 
specimen he is. 

Then begins a battle between the government and a wealthy businessman for 
the rights to Mammy Yokum’s tonic. A couple of sexy sirens, an evil-eyed con 
man, and a thief angling for the affections of Daisy Mae are all thrown in to stir 
up further troubles for the Dogpatchers. 





AW Wacky W orld. 






OoP-BN) FROM 
ae in- no” 


anu - 





cee ee awe 


SIZES 
A Cup, 32-36 
B Cup, 32-42 
C Cup, 34-48 





At last! a figure-slimming / j 
| all-in-one you can slip ° . f 
| into as easy as a coat- ; 
| dress! This marvelous % / 
| new two-way stretch cor- ‘| ¥ «' / $498 
| selette has a full-length y j 
20” zipper that closes & REGULAR 
the open front from very OR PANTY 
top to very bottom, to 
give your form the smooth unbroken line the 
new glamorous fashions demand. A batiste 
| Latex inner shield gives extra stomach con- 
| trol. Embroidered nylon sheer bra tops, with 
| two-ply satin under cups. White only. Satis- 
| faction guaranteed or money back. 


iT WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. Ccoin 1 
| 35 S. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N.Y. 
| Hj Send Open "Front C. O.D. $4.98 plus postage. | 
| | ‘_ $4.98, you Pay postage. 
Sut SHD...<000. io Cup 
(0 Regular Oo Panty 





FOR DRINKERS ONLY! 


Now So-Bar Capsules have been developed to overcome 
the drunken, mental Scape effects of alcohol. Yes, mar- 
velous $e-Bar C. apsules will increase ycur alertness and 
provide a gentle lift. 





Send name and address te seg 4 T. Products 


C.0.D. or send $3.00 Sonne Men doe 

















POEMS WANTED 





To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
es Immediate Consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 
oom MUSIC Co., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 









+> W/TH AMAZING 
(FUN SPY DICE 


Here's a special os of fun dice that certainly 
cat do wonders. It's amazingly easy to predict 
numbers, perform amusing tricks. No one can 
guess the hidden “‘secret”’ unless you tell them! 
Display amazing “contro!” yet the real reason is 
cleverly concealed from everyone. Fun and fasci- 
nation! Easy directions explain details. Perform 
many ‘‘magic” tricks! Priceonly $4.98. Getopals 
today. Send no money. Just name and address. 
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How He Proposed 
By Mrs. Bill Doggett 


| DON’T REMEMBER what kind of day it was—whether it was sunny, or rainy, 

or windy, or cloudy, or gloomy, or what. All I know is that it was a beautiful 
| day for me; beautiful because a fellow the music world knows as Bill Doggett had 
proposed marriage to me. 

I remember it was on a Saturday morning before noon. He phoned that he was 
| leaving on a tour of one-nighters and said he would be gone for some time. 

And then he paused. “Say,” he blurted, “how about getting married?” I was 
surprised—surprised because, although we had been dating each other for a long 
time and were very much in love, we had never discussed getting married. 

My head spun; I was happy and uncertain. Happy because Bill loved me enough 
to want to marry me; uncertain about how a marriage would be to a rising musician 
who spends so much time away from home on long, one-night stands. I wondered 
if our love could survive those unfavorable circumstances. 

All of this flashed through my mind in a second, mind you, not in a long drawn 





' again in a new, more completely blissful and happy way. I used the analogy to il- 


out way. I guess you might say it was something like what they say occurs in the 
mind of a drowning man, or in the mind of a person who is driving his car at high 
speed and is just about to crash headon into an oncoming vehicle. 

This analogy, of course, is not exact. Because | certainly did not feel as if my 
life was about to end disastrously. It was about to end as | knew it only to begin 
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lustrate how, in great moments of decision (and everybody has them) a whole pat- 
tern of life can unfold in a few startling seconds. 

Everything in me cried out “Yes, yes, yes” to his proposal. But I am a practical 
person, too. So I told him how thrilled I was that he asked but said I would have 
to think it over and would give my answer when he returned. 

I walked 


in a daze because | knew at the outset what my answer would be—‘“yes, yes, yes.” 


He was gone for four months—four months that seemed like an eternity. 


Although my memory of how the climate was on that particular day is somewhat 
hazy, I vividly recall the date. It was December 18, and I was busy cleaning our 
Manhattan apartment for the Christmas holidays. 


My mind went back to the day we met in 1940. My older sister, Lucy, and I went | 


to the Savoy to hear Lucky Millender. The Savoy was really something in those 
days. Peuple flocked there to hear the great bands. Lucy was interested in a fellow 
who played with Lucky and I went along with her to hear the music. Bill was play- 
ing with Lucky in those days, also. 


kept going around together and soon I was madly in love with him. 


I didn’t particularly like him at first, but we 


We were quietly married Sept. 21, 1941, just eight or nine months after we first 
met. 
Bill is a very thoughtful man and very intense. He is prone to call long distance 


and say, “I’m feeling lonely. Close the house, get your bags packed and come here 








to meet me.” 
Or on just a thoughtful impulse, he’ll send huge bouquets of flowers from wher- 


ever he happens to be playing. He’s just that way and our marriage has been one 
of almost continuous honeymooning. Although we do not have any children, my | 
life with him has not been an empty one. He courts and (Continued on Page 80) | 
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As much as I loved Bart, I just 
couldn’t walk out on Mama, even 
though it meant giving up a dream. 


That’s where I made my biggest mistake 


I STOOD ON THE STATION PLATFORM WITH BART and watched puff in from 
the East the train that was going to take Bart all the way West; so far away from 
me that I might never even see him again. Certainly, as long as he insisted on taking 
that job on the West Coast I would never be able to marry him, not unless 
Mama—. I shuddered a little and turned to look up at Bart. I didn’t want to think 
about the future at all in this moment. I just wanted to feast my eyes on Bart, 
the man I loved, the man I would have been married to long before 
this if Dad had not died. 
“Darling Linda,” Bart said softly. “I love you. I'll always 
love you. I'll be waiting—” My head shook in a little word- 
less gesture of futility. “I love you, too, Bart,” I said, 
choking out the words over the lump in my 
throat. /f only I could be going with you, my 
heart cried. Or better still, if only you 
would be willing to stay here so | 
could marry you and yet not 
have to leave Mama 


all alone. 











Mama was too proud to admit how much 
she needed me. “You don’t have to worry 
about me,” she kept saying. I knew better. 


oe 


i 








WAS standing very close. His 
1s pulled me to him and he kissed 
and hard. “Remember, baby,” 
‘You promised you’d come if 
d make some arrangement for 
ion for your mother—” 
led without speaking. Tears 
y eyes until I couldn’t see. I 
feel, and as long as I lived I 
member this moment. It was 
and I were alone on a whole 


nductor called “Aboard,” and 
last quick kiss, Bart swung his 
y body onto the train, and then 
TIC. 


1ed until the train rounded a 


curve and was out of sight, and then I 
turned and walked slowly toward my 
car. The unhappiest moment of my life 
had just taken place and | felt as if my 
life were ended, but there were still 
things I had to do. I had promised 
Mama that just as soon as | had put 
Bart on the train, I would pick her up 
and take her to the beauty parlor. Mama 
was waiting for me. 

All the way from the station to our 
house, I was acutely conscious of every 
street, every landmark of our city. This 
was my home town, I had rarely been 
away from it, and the way things looked 
now, I never would be. 


It wasn’t that I didn’t like it. I'd al- 


How could I leave her 
to grow old and 
helpless and frightened 
all by herself? 


ways loved the town, but right now it 
was a symbol of the awful emptiness left 
by Bart’s departure. Up to the very last, 
I had clung to the hope that he would 
change his mind, that he would decide to 
stay here and keep his same job instead 
of taking the promotion that meant go- 
ing to the coast. 

Two blocks before I reached home, I 
had to stop suddenly at the intersection 
to allow an old couple just leaving the 
curb to get across the street. Old Mrs. 
Withers and her son Homer. Homer 
looks as old as his mother, 1 thought 
idly, my hand on the gear shift, waiting 
for them to pass. They were going to 
market. Homer was carrying the market 
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basket that, day in and day out, ever 
since I was a little girl, | had seen him 
carrying for his mother. With his free 
hand he held his mother’s elbow. 
Suddenly, I thought: why Homer 
doesn’t look good, he looks sick, he looks 
as old as his mother. Mama and her 
friends were always talking about what 
a wonderful son Homer Withers had 
been to Mrs. Withers, but as I watched 
them now, I felt oddly depressed. 
Mama had her hat on when I got 
home. She said, “Since you're not going 
back to work, anyway, today, Linda, | 
thought that while | was having my hair 
done, you could look in Sharps and see 
if they’ve got a nice piece of steak this 


morning. You know the way we like it 
cut, and then if you have time. would 


you mind seeing if my shoes are 


ready— 

Not a word about Bart. Didn't she 
realize that my heart felt as though it 
had just been sliced with a butcher 
knife? 

But as fast as the thought came. it 
faded. Mama meant well. She was try- 
ing to keep my mind off Bart. Since I'd 
made the only decision possible, Mama 
was trying to help me see that life went 
on anyway, that until Bart came to his 
senses and decided to come home for 
keeps, I must fill my days so full of 
small necessary things that my life would 
be bearable. 

Because surely. Bart would come 
back. Now that he had gone. that was 


the only hope I had... . 


JROBABLY some people may find it 
hard to understand how I could let 
the man I loved go away without me. 
But Mama and Dad and I had always 
been such a close family. Both of them 
were devoted to me. Besides that. they 
were devoted to each other. Mama had 
never learned to drive the car, and Dad 
always took Mama to do her shopping 
after he got home from his job at the 
bank. Mama cooked to please Dad and 
they were one of those couples that peo- 
ple always point out as being ideally 
married. 

I was always a little on the quiet side, 
and as | grew up it seemed natural to 
spend as much, if not more, time, with 
my parents than I did with people my 
own age. I had a few beaux in high 
school but none of them meant anything. 
After | got out of school, I went to work 
at a large farm machinery company. 

That was where I met Bart, and from 
the moment I saw him, I was in love 
with him. I guess he loved me, too, from 
the beginning. because before I'd known 
him a month, we were going steady. 

It wasn’t one of those wild courtships. 
full of quarrels and reconciliations. It 
was just us. Bart and Linda, and we 
belonged together. We liked the same 
things, and we laughed at the same 
jokes, and when he kissed me, well, may- 
be I didn’t see stars and comets and 
whirling rainbows, but I had a deep. 
passionate sense of our rightness to- 
gether, and Bart did. too. 

Mama and Dad both approved of 
Bart, and we were making our plans to 


get married. when. as suddenly as a 
thunderclap, Dad died of a heart attack. 

Mama was prostrated with grief. and 
she clung to me as though | was the 
only thing left in her world. “I’m thank- 
ful I still have you, Linda.” she kept say- 
ing. It wasn’t as if she were one of those 
women whose days are filled with clubs 
and bridge and shopping. Mama lived 
for her family.. She lived for Dad and 
me. Now Dad was gone, and | was all 
she had left. 

Right away, | decided that when Bart 
and I got married, instead of moving 
into one of the little houses in the new 
Elmdale development as we had planned. 
we would stay with Mama. That way. 
she would have something to live for. 
she would never have to be left alone. | 
couldn't bear to think of Mama in that 
empty house. with no one to cook for 
but herself. She wouldn't eat right. | 
was sure, and in the evenings. when it 
began to get dark. she wouldn't turn the 
lights on and she'd sit there in the dusk. 
alone, alone 

But Bart said, “Listen. Linda. every 
couple’s entitled to their own place when 
they start out. Your mother’s still young 
enough to make a life of her own. She 
might even marry again—~ 

1 almost gasped out loud. Mama mar- 
ry again when every night since Dad's 
death she had slept with his picture un- 
der her pillow. when a day didn’t pass 
without my driving her out to the ceme- 
tery so she could see Dad’s grave! 

“No. Bart.” | told him. “You don't 
understand. I can’t leave Mama alone. 
She wouldn’t have anything to live 
for—” 

Bart grinned. “Before long. she'd 
have grandchildren to live for. Think 
what a kick she'd get out of Sunday 
dinners with us—~ 

He couldn't 


couldn’t convince him, and we kept post- 


convince me. and | 
poning our marriage because neither of 
us was willing to give in. 

And then suddenly there wasn’t a 
stalemate any longer. Bart was trans- 
ferred. He was promoted and he was so 
excited about it that he didn't even no- 
tice how unhappy his big news made me. 

“We'll get married right away.” he 
said, “and we'll go straight out to the 
new job. We'll have to take our real 
honeymoon later, darling. but it'll be 
honeymoon enough for me.” We were 
sitting in his car, out in front of my 
house, and it (Continued on Page 52) 
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HATED Sumner Adams from the 

very first moment he walked into our 
lives! But my mother couldn’t see it. 
She was so taken by him that she acted 
just like some stage-struck kid. I have 
to admit he had a fancy line. I knew it, 
but could I convince my mother? She 
should have realized that it was his line 
that made him such a good salesman, 
but not my innocent mother! She only 
thought in terms of how lucky she was 


to gain his interest, and the attentions 
he paid just about floored her. She fell 
for his line hook and all, just like she 
was the only one he had ever spun it on 
before. How could she be so stupid? It 
made me sick! 

I kept trying to tell her that he wasn’t 
her type. I even tried comparing him to 
my daddy, thinking that would bring her 
out of that sticky fog. I warned her that 
he was just another one of those free- 


loaders, and | asked her if she hadn’t 
had enough of that with all of her sisters 
and brothers forever mooching from 
her. I tried to protect her, to make her 
think of other things, but it was useless, 
the damage was done, all she could see 
was Sumner. I made one more desper- 
ate try, “Let’s have some fun, Mama, 
look school will be out in a few weeks, 
let’s plan on a vacation together, without 
telling Sumner.” 

“TI can’t, Joannie,” she replied, “We 
both have a few plans we've already 
made that I’ve been wanting to tell you 
about.” 

I felt fear strike right deep down in- 
side of me. “Are you trying to tell me 
you're going to get married? Is that 
it?” I asked her point blank. 

“Let’s go sit in the living room where 
we can talk comfortably,” Mama said, 
leading the way. 

“Sumner asked me to marry him,” 
Mama began. 

“Are you going to?” I| interrupted. 

“T love him,” Mama said quietly. 

“But you love me,” I said not quite 
understanding how she could give part 
of herself away to someone else. 

“Of course I love you, Joannie baby, 
but this is different.” She had her arm 
about me as if she still cared more about 
me than anyone else in the world. | 
wanted to keep it that way. 

“You want me to be happy—that’s 
what you always say,” I reminded her. 

“Of course | want you to be happy. 
that’s what I’m thinking of all the time,” 
Mama kissed me and hugged me tight. 
“You see you’re everything I have left 
in this world from Daddy,” she remind- 
ed me. 

“Then why do you need Sumner?” | 
demanded to know. 

“A woman gets lonely,” Mama said 
very sadly. 

“But you have me,” I pointed out. 
Mama shook her head, “Darling, don’t 
you see that you’re growing up, you 
won't be here forever?” 

“T will, I will,” I promised. 

Mama patted my hands gently, “Some- 
day you'll fall in love,” she said, “And 
then you'll want to have a life of your 
own—; and that’s that way I want it 
to be.” 

“You act like you want to get rid of 
me,” I pouted. 

Mama acted a little mad at me. “Stop 
talking nonsense” she said, “You’re al- 
most sixteen, (Continued on Page 69) 
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Kay didn’t understand how lonely I felt 
with my own man gone. I had to have 
somebody to love me, somebody to care. 


And her husband was just the one 


NEEDED 
HER 
MAN! 


[. WASN’T FAIR! I NEEDED STEVE SO. Kay knew how can’t go on like this much longer, we just can’t.”) 
iuch | had suffered these past weeks, knew how close “Oh, give the little gal a chance, honey,” Steve coaxed. 
teve and Eddie and I| had been, and how lost I was now “She’s been through a terrible ordeal, we all have, and you 
vithout Eddie. Yet, this very minute she was sitting there, can’t expect her to get over it right away.” 
2 and secure in her living room. telling her husband to “I’m not being unreasonable,” Kay insisted, “but it’s been 
ne out of their house! three months since Eddie died. Jean is still mourning around 
[he walls were thin, but it’s true I was deliberately eaves- like it happened only yesterday. It’s time she began to stand 
pping as I had many other evenings after I had said on her own two feet.” 
dnight and gone to my room. My little son’s gentle There was a moment’s silence, then, “What do you want 
ithing coming from the crib against the wall was com- her to do?” Steve asked. 
forting, but the double bed waiting for me seemed enormous, “Well, she can’t stay here forever. It’s time she got away | 
und oh, so cold and lonely! So [ would listen enviously to the to herself. made new friends, and started a new life.” 
es in the living room, listen to the sounds of locking up “But Kay, I promised Eddie on his deathbed that I would 
it night. Steve always checked the front door and turned always take care of Jean—tlook after her for him, and little 
it the lamps—his familiar footsteps made my heart quicken Denny too. I think Eddie died in peace knowing he could 
id Kay’s firm tread came from the kitchen where she depend on me.” Steve’s voice was choked. I knew there were 
inplugged the electric coffee maker and rinsed out the dirty tears in his eyes, as always, when he talked about Eddie. 
She never failed to get a drink of water just before Not Kay though. Oh sure, she missed Eddie too, but she 
ing out the light. Then the two of them would tiptoe into couldn’t know the heartache Steve and I suffered at his 
death. Steve had been his closest friend since their kinder- 
garten days, and | had been his wife for three wonderful 
years. We knew what a wonderful guy we had lost, and Kay 


eir bedroom across from mine and soon the house would 
vrapped in silence. | would curl up in a tight knot, and 
pite of myself tears would slip down my cheeks wetting 
pillow. How I envied Kay then—she had her man close had the nerve to be impatient at our sorrow. 
de her in the darkness, maybe she was in his arms with There was an edge to her voice now, and I shivered 
s pressed to hers. Did she know how lucky she was. I nervously as | leaned against the slightly opened door. | 
dered. “Steve, Eddie didn’t mean that you were to take her into 
Kay’s voice carried and | could plainly hear every word. your home and baby her like he always did. We have our 
steve, something has got to be done about Jean. We own life to live—Jean has hers. Why, she depends on you 
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Steve and Kay had fought—over 
me. Now was my big chance 


to make him mine 








just like she did on Eddie; asks your 
opinion on every move she makes, and 
even expects you to tell her whether 
Denny needs to wear a sweater or not.” 

I winced at her words, but they 
weren't true. I had asked Steve about 
the sweater only that day, but Kay made 
it sound so childish, and it hadn’t been 
at all. Kay went on, “She’s using you 
for a crutch Steve, and I’m getting darn 
fed up with her calf eyes following you 
around like you were a prize stud!” 

My face flushed with indignation. 
What a terrible thing for Kay to say! 
How dare she think—! 

Quietly I closed the door. Dropping 
onto the bed, I buried my hot face in 
the pillow. Did it really show, I won- 
dered in anguish? Could Kay actually 
see the desire in my eyes? Could she 
recognize this new awareness of Steve 
as a man to he loved? Did she know my 
confusion ? 


The voices grew louder, angry, but 
now I was trying to shut them out. Then 
Steve yelled, “Dammit, you’re just jeal- 
ous, that’s all that ails you. I’m not put- 
ting a helpless girl and baby out for no 
more reason than that, and you may as 
well forget it!” 

Kay spat back, “Well, I guess I know 
where I stand!” Her footsteps scamp- 
ered across the room and down the hall, 
when her bedroom door banged shut. 
The front door echoed the slam and 
| Steve’s car drove off. I sat up and lis- 
_ tened, but there was no sound from Kay. 
_ No, she wouldn’t be crying, I thought 
| disdainfully, Kay is too self-contained to 
be emotional. 

Poor Steve, I wish I could comfort 
| him now. A warm glow spread over me 
| now as I realized that this argument 
| came about because he had stood up for 
me. I could depend on Steve. 

Later I heard Steve come home and 
settle down on the divan in the living 
| toom, but my mind was a million miles 
away, back to the days before Kay had 
| come into our lives. With a twinge of 
“homesickness I remembered the little 
'town in Arizona where I grew up. My 


two brothers were ten and twelve years 
old when I was born and I was loved and 
catered to all my life. When Eddie came 
to town on a repair job for the power 
company he could have had his choice 
of any girl, yet he had eyes for only me. 
So I had never had to earn anyone’s 
love—it was always given freely. 
Eddie and I were married just before 
his job ended, and we left together for 
California to join Steve. The boys had 
shared a small apartment in Los Angeles, 
and since it was agreeable with me that 
Steve should live with us, we moved into 
a larger place. We three became insepar- 
able. The boys bought a boat together 
and nearly every weekend we were out 
in it. They taught me to water ski, and 
skin dive, and we had such fun. Quite 
often Steve would bring a girl friend 
along, but we seldom saw the same one 
more than two or three times. Steve, with 
his good looks and easy disposition, was 


a good catch, but it seemed like he be- 
longed to me—just like Eddie and my 
brothers. 

When I discovered I was going to 
have a baby, both fellows were de- 
lighted. I had a miserable pregnancy, 
and the boys were wonderful to me. 
Eddie didn’t complain about staying 
home most of the time and he wouldn’t 
go anywhere without me. Steve took to 
going out alone evenings after he had 
helped with the dinner dishes and had 
straightened his room. 

Then one night he said casually, “I’d 
like to bring a girl friend of mine 
around tomorrow night. I want you to 
meet her.” Instantly I knew this was it. 
We'd often teased Steve about finding a 
girl and settling down, but he’d never be 
serious. He was now, I was sure of it. 

That’s when we met Kay. I knew we 
had lost Steve when I watched the two of 
them together. He couldn’t take his eyes 
off Kay, and his face went all soft when 
he was near her. She had it just as bad. 
Eddie and I weren’t a bit surprised when 
they told us a week later that they were 
going to be married right away, and we 
approved of Steve’s choice. Kay was a 


pretty girl, with soft brown eyes, dark 
hair, and a_ beautiful creamy com- 
plexion. She was kind, sweet, and friend- 
ly too. And she was so darn capable! 

Steve and Kay bought a tract house 
and got new furniture. She insisted on 
working “awhile” and she blushed when 
she said it, so I knew they were planning 
on starting a family soon. Eddie and 
Steve made plans for the four of us—we 
were going camping or boating every: 
weekend to hear them talk—but Kay 
soon put thumbs down on their plans. 
Steve was kept busy putting in a lawn, 
building a patio, putting shelves in the 
garage. 

“Boy,” he groaned, “When you get a 
house there’s no end to the things that 
have to be done.” 

Eddie and I were more or less tied 
down after Denny was born, and things 
were never the same after Steve got mar- 
ried anyway. Then when Eddie had his 
accident Steve forgot his house, and al- 
most everything. He spent nearly every 
minute when he wasn’t at work right at 
Eddie’s bedside. He and Kay insisted 
that the baby and I move in with them. 
She said, “There’s no telling how long 
Eddie will be in the hospital, and when 
he regains consciousness Steve wants to 
tell him that you are safe with us. Be- 
sides, I can sit with Denny in the eve- 
nings so you can go to the hospital.” Kay 
had been so sweet then, and also later 
when Eddie died. 

It was all over now. There was no 
bringing back the past. Everything had 
changed. 


N THE MORNING I debated whether 
to stay in my room until both Steve 
and Kay had left for work, or go out and 
act as if nothing had happened. Finally, 
I decided to join them as usual because 
I wanted to give Steve a note. Hastily I 
wrote, “I must talk to you alone,” and 
slipped the note in the pocket of my 
robe. 

The atmosphere was definitely chilly 
in the kitchen—neither Kay nor Steve 
were speaking. There was no use in put- 
ting on a false gaiety so I merely spoke a 
greeting, and, pouring myself a cup of 
coffee, joined Steve at the table. No one 
actually looked at anyone else, and I 
managed to pass the note to Steve when 
Kay was at the sink. His face never 
changed expression as he tucked it in 
his jacket. Steve left the house first with 
a mumbled, (Continued on Page 62) 
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ryann was nice, all 
ht—too nice. Only 
lidn’t find that out 
ntil I was trapped 


OD NERVOUSLY waiting in the 
room of Maryann’s home, 
least. that we didn’t have to do 
h and marching down the aisles 
1eone had started playing Lo- 
and I reached in my pocket to 
ring was still there. I wished I 
rink—several drinks. Maryann 
{1 we should have a small wed- 
d of course I’d agreed with her, 
[ felt like I’'d like to have the 
upport and physical presence of 
> army. 
\inister was on the other side 
om talking to Maryann’s aunt 
mother. In a few minutes, 
would come down those steps, 
1 stand together before the min- 
| then it would all be over. For 
dredth time I asked myself what 
ing here. For the hundredth 
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elt the urge to just turn around 
ilk out the door and keep on 
But that wasn’t the answer. 





It all seemed so hopeless. I’d 
k in town not quite three 
from a tour of duty overseas, 
here | was, getting married! 
ht of how different everything 

ked when | came back—smaller, 
The people were all the same, 
Everybody was just wonderful, 


hadn’t been away for two whole 


lat is, everybody was wonder- 
Elaine. I had sort of thought 
re understood between Elaine 
vhen I left, although we weren’t 





“I love you—nobody else but you. Aad TU 
always love you,” Maryann whispered. 
And big, stupid me, I even believed her. 











































Aan 


! wasn’t anybody’s 
angel, and I sure 
didn’t pretend to be. 
But just the same [ 
didn’t deserve to be 
railroaded into a 
deal like I had gotten 
with Maryann. And 
all the time I had 
thought I was the 


first guy in her life! 


officially engaged. I wrote more letters 
than she did, but of course she was busy 
away at school. So, when I came home 
in August all set to pick up where we 
left off, | was surprised at her coolness. 

“Really, Bob,” she’d said, “I don’t 
think we should be too serious now. 
You’re just coming back home and have 
to get adjusted, and, well, | have two 
more years before I'll get my degree in 
education. We have lots of time.” 

“But I’m already adjusted, honey,” I 
had argued, “and we don’t have lots of 
time. I’ve been thinking about you all 
these months, and to me, now is the 
time.” 

I tried to take her in my arms, but 
she’d been cool and distant, maintaining 
a light and casual manner. Somehow or 
other, Elaine could always make me feel 
as if she were some sort of goddess and 
I must do her bidding. She knew I wor- 
shipped the ground she walked on. Her 
arguments were all better than mine. and 
in the end, she almost had me believing 
it was | who wanted to wait. 

“All right,” I gave in, not too happily. 
“we'll wait awhile until I get ‘adjusted.’ 
but I don’t know about this ‘two more 
years’ business.” 

Inwardly, I guess I resented the fact 
that Elaine was already a college coed. 

should have been in college along with 
her, but Uncle Sam had changed my 
plans a bit. Now. whether I admitted it 
or not, I wasn’t sure just what I wanted 
to do with my life—go to school, take a 
trade, go in Dad’s business—I just didn’t 
know. Grudgingly, | had to admit that 
Elaine was right, and when she said, 
“I knew you’d understand and agree 
with me,” and smiled and patted my 
cheek, there I was, back at her feet 
again. 

No amount of reasoning, however, 
made me feel any better when, in less 
than two weeks, she had gaily packed 
her trunks and was on her way back to 
school. At the train, she seemed so hap- 
py that I felt a strong desire to either 
forbid her to go, or get on the train 
and go along with her. 

“Be good, and miss me,” was her last 
request as we kissed goodbye. 

“Yeah,” I said, trying to think up 
some wisecrack and coming up with a 
big fat nothing. And then, she was gone. 

I think that’s the loneliest I have ever 
felt. Even more than when I first went 
into the Army. Sure, Mother and Dad 
had been swell, but they both got on my 








nerves a little. Dad was always trying 
to get me to ‘decide something,’ and 
Mother was trying to stand between Dad 
and me, being so ‘considerate’ and 
smothering me so much that she was al- 
most as bad as Dad. Neither one of 
them understood me. Of course, Elaine 
made me feel that she was infinitely 
superior to me, but she did have the 
situation well in hand. After the train 
left. | walked aimlessly back to the car 
and just sat there, with no place to go, 
nowhere to belong. 


a THE NEXT few days, I guess | 

must've been pretty awful at home, 
because everyone was quiet around me. 
Mother had tried to console me once, 
but she gave it up. 

“Why don’t you get out and see some 
young people, some of your old friends, 
Bobby?” she begged. She knew I hated 
that “Bobby!” 

“Okay, if I’m underfoot [ll go,” | 
answered. 

“You know I didn’t mean it like that,” 
she said, hurt. 

“I’m sorry, Mother,” I said. “It’s just 
that I’m sort of mixed up, I guess.” 

“T saw Bill Fletcher in town today,” 
she continued, encouraged. “He said 
your old club is giving a dance Friday. 
Why don’t you go?” 

“All right, Mother,” I said. Anything 
to get her off my back. 

| really hadn’t planned to go, but 
when the invite came in the mail, so did 
a letter from Elaine, telling me all about 
the rush week parties, the frat dances 
coming up and the football player who 
had invited her to one of the dances. 
After that, nobody had to encourage me, 
and by Friday evening, I was really 
looking forward to seeing some of the 
old gang again. 

Bill Fletcher had been in my outfit 
overseas. He was there with Kay, his 
steady. She was going to Teachers Col- 
lege right in town. Some guys had all 
the luck. 

Most everybody was definitely paired 
off, and after exchanging greetings with 
those | knew, | was about ready to sneak 
on off to the club room and make my- 
self friendly with the bartender, when | 
saw her. At first | didn’t remember her 
name. Then she turned and looked di- 
rectly at me and smiled. Maryann—uh 
—what was her name? She’d been in 
the same class with Elaine, one year be- 
hind me, all through school. Pretty kid, 
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always very nice to me. Oh, well, Mary- 
ann was good enough to start a conver- 
sation with, and miracle of miracles, 
she seemed alone. I walked over to 
where she was standing watching the 
dancers. 

“Hi, Maryann,” | said, smiling, “it’s 
been some time since Uncle took me 
away from here, but I see the pretty girls 
are still around.” 

“Thank you, Bob,” she said, obvious- 
ly pleased. “I didn’t know if you'd re- 
member me.” 

“Look, the army doesn’t take away 
our common sense,” I said gallantly. 

She laughed. She was soft and warm, 
and pretty in a slightly fluffy way, and 
her eyes were frankly interested. I didn’t 
even ask her to dance, just took her in 
my arms, and we moved out on the 
dance floor. 

While we danced, | mentally strug- 
gled with trying to remember her last 
name. Before her old man died, he had 
had something to do with the tavern 
down on Fourth Street—Rogers! That 
was it, Maryann Rogers. Although I 
doubted I’d have to introduce her to 
anyone. I didn’t know, then. Strangely 
enough, she’d come alone, just as I had, 
and we teamed up just like bacon and 
eggs. 

When I drove her home, I asked her 
for a date the next evening, and she ea- 
gerly accepted. She told me she felt a 
little lonely because so many of the gang 
were away at school or had just left 
town. She was working at the box fac- 
tory, and most of the girls there were 
older. 

That was a most enjoyable evening, 
and we appreciated each other’s com- 
pany. In fact, it was a swinging arrange- 
ment. Maryann seemed to need me as 
much as I needed her, and in the weeks 
following, I saw her just about every 
night. Even Mother and Dad were hap- 
py that I’d come alive. 

Maryann got such a big kick out of 
everything, that I began to enjoy just 
every day living again. When I kissed 
her, she responded eagerly, and I was 
always the one to pull away, though I 
was beginning to wonder why I was 
pulling away! Of course, she wasn’t as 
fascinating a companion as Elaine, but 
you don’t go around comparing people. 

Maryann mentioned Elaine 
Most everybody knew about Elaine and 
me. 


once. 


“I never thought you’d pay any at- 


tention to me, Bob,” she said, one eve- 
ning when we were driving out of town 
to a dance in the city, “and I guess you 
wouldn’t now, if she was here.” 

I reached over and pulled her closer 
to me. 

“T don’t want to be with anyone but 
the gal I’m with, now,” I said roughly. 
“Forget about Elaine. Forget about 
everything in the world but us.” 

Later that evening, she did, and so 
did I. There had been a couple of girls 
while I was overseas, and an experiment 
or two while I was back in high school, 
but I’d never experienced anything like 
Maryann’s fierce desire and seemingly 
urgent need. I sure didn’t have to beg 
her! In fact, when I suggested that we 
go somewhere where we could be alone, 
she was quite eager. 


FTERWARDS, she seemed to feel a 

little ashamed, saying again, as she 
always did, that she’d always had sort of 
a crush on me. She always joked about 
it, but this time she didn’t laugh it off. 
This time we’d very much done some- 
thing about it. 

She sure made a guy feel like a mil- 
lion bucks, that Maryann. She was just 
sweet and loving, and not always talk- 
ing about any foolishness like ‘when we 
get married,’ and stuff like that. After 
that night in the city, though, I decided 
we'd better put on the brakes a bit, be- 
cause | didn’t want her to go getting 
any ideas. We kept on dating, though, 
and at that point I don’t think I could 
have done without her. 

I don’t know what I told myself, at 
that particular time. She wasn’t Elaine, 
and Elaine and I were settled. I guess 
I was something of a heel, but Maryann 
knew what the score was, and we just 
enjoyed being together. Things were 
straightening out for me, finally. I was 
happy, ‘adjusted,’ and had decided what 
I wanted to study when I went to school 
in February. 

Then, suddenly, the bubble burst and 
my whole world came falling down 
around my ears. I drove over to Mary- 
ann’s house as usual, that particular eve- 
ning. In fact, I was a little early because 
wed planned to have dinner and then 
go to a movie. When I arrived, she 
looked very quiet, and as if she’d been 
I noticed that her aunt. with 
whom she lived, was not at home. 

“Would you mind very much if we 
just stayed here (Continued on Page 64) 


crying. 


A prize sucker in 


anybody’s book—that 


was me; getting all 
mushy over a soft 
little doll just 
because I was on the 
rebound and she was 
willing. Well, I 
wasn't going to be 
a sucker anymore. [| 
was coming off that 


buggy ride—but fast 
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All my life 
there was 


just one 


thing I wanted 


to do—beat 
Cindy. It was 
an obsession, 
gnawing at me 


night and day, 
until I lived 


on jealousy, 
lure ut was 
the very air 


! breathed 
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I ALWAYS FELT that if just once I 
could do something better than Cindy 
Wells I would be happy. It wasn’t that 
I didn’t like Cindy; we were always best 
friends, living next door to each other 
and being the same age and all. 

Only everything I could do, Cindy 
could do just a little better. Everything 
I got, Cindy got something better, or 
got it first. 

The first time I minded was on 
Cindy’s fifth birthday. Mine was four 
weeks before hers and I’d gotten one of 
those sidewalk bikes, a two-wheeled af- 
fair, small wheels, but still a two-wheeler, 
and I felt pretty big with all the other 
kids still on trikes. 

We all took turns learning to ride it, 
Cindy, Lou and Emma Stillwell who 
lived down the street, Pete Carter across 
the street, and me. Cindy and Pete 
learned to balance it first, then Lou, who 
was a year older. Emma and I[ got the 
hang of it at the same time, just about a 
week before Cindy’s birthday. 

So what did Cindy get for her birth- 
day? A twenty-four inch regular bike. 
Only the rest of us didn’t get to take 
turns on it. Just Pete, and once in 
awhile, Lou. She wouldn’t let Emma 
and me ride. She said we weren’t good 
enough to handle it. 

I didn’t know about Emma. She never 
said much, just thought a lot. But I was 
green with envy and from then on I be- 
gan to notice how it was with Cindy and 
me. I didn’t say anything to her, but I 
thought plenty and I started right then 
wanting to do just one thing better than 
Cindy did, or to do one thing first. 

That fall we went to kindergarten and 
started taking dancing lessons. I was 
sure I’d be better than Cindy there. But 
it was the same old story. Cindy took to 
dancing like a duck to water and even 
though I loved it and enjoyed the prac- 
ticing as much as the lessons, it was 
never as easy for me. Cindy looked as if 
she were the dances and I just looked 
like I was practicing a new step. 

“Why worry over it, Becky?” she 
asked one day when I was practicing a 
new step, determined to get it perfect 
before our next lesson. “I never bother 
to practice but once between lessons.” 

“I want to do it real good so maybe 
I can be in the Christmas program.” 

“I already am,” she shrugged, doing 
the step easily as she left. We had been 
in our basement in the playroom Mom 
had fixed up with the record player and 
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Bitter Victory! 


It just wasn’t right for anybody to be as good 


at everything as she was. Dancing, singing, 


acting, riding a bicycle, driving a car or 


O 
ge 


etting a boy friend, it was all the same to 


Cindy—easy. And I had to work myself 


silly just to be second best. Well, I was going 


to beat her at something, even if it killed me! 


ome of my toys, given by friends. 

And that’s the way it went. I was in 
the Christmas program—in a group 
lance with fifteen others. Cindy did a 
lance all by herself, and another with 
the teacher’s son who was two years 
sider and had been dancing as long as 
he’d been walking. 

You let Cindy worry you too much, 
Becky,” Emma told me, one day when 
were eight. “Some people just nat- 
urally do things easier than others. | 
ire don’t worry about her.” 

[t was easy for Emma to talk like that. 
\fter all, even though she was a year 
younger, she was in our class in school 
because she’d skipped the second grade. 
And she had a lot of money and family 
behind her. Her uncle and her father 
were lawyers. 

My dad wasn’t important. He made 
pretty good money and we had a nice 
house and the things we needed and 

e we didn’t. But he was just a fore- 
man at one of the local factories, and 
there wasn’t much prestige in that. 

Cindy’s father owned a store, and they 
had a woman who took care of her and 
her little sister Kay while their mother 
helped out at the store. I even envied 
them their maid. 

| didn’t know it was envy, then. I 
thought | just wanted to be like Cindy; 
just wanted to do something better than 
she did 
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We were in junior high school when 
I thought the time had come. We were 
in seventh grade, just over the initiation 
we got from the ninth graders, begin- 
ning to feel sure of ourselves in this new 
school world, and some of us were be- 
ginning to notice boys and think of them 
as companions instead of pests. 

We heard the talk of organizing so- 
rorities, long before anything definite 
came from it. One of the girls in my 
history class was to be one of the first 
members, because her mother was on 
the committee from the sorority that was 
sponsoring it. This new one would be a 
sort of junior branch under the older 
one, but still sort of on their own. She 
told me she’d take my name in, once 
they were organized. 

“Names will be taken in to the meet- 
ings, then we'll vote on them.” She told 
me one day in study hall. “I'll take your 
name in, just as soon as we're set up 
and I know they'll vote you in.” 

Well, that would do it, I thought. For 
once I’d be ahead of Cindy. I'd be big 
hearted. I’d take her name in, once I 
was in. 

Cindy soon burst that bubble. I 
wanted her to go to the show on Satur- 
day, but she said she couldn’t. “I have 
to go downtown with mother to pick out 
material for a formal,” she explained. 

I blinked. “Formal? What for?” 


But I knew, even before she told me. 


“The sorority is having a formal tea 
for the ones who are going to form the 
first junior chapter.” She explained. “So 
I have to have a formal.” 

“You’re going to be one of the first 
members?” I felt like crying. 

“Of course.” She shrugged. These 
things never seemed to mean a lot to 
Cindy, like they did to me. Maybe be- 
cause they were always so easy for her 
and so hard for me. “Mother is a mem- 
ber of the sorority. On the board, as a 
matter of fact.” 

“TI didn’t know she belonged,” I said. 
Somehow I didn’t even look forward to 
belonging, now. It would be old stuff, 
by the time they got organized and took 
in the first bunch of pledges. 

“Ill take your name in, if you’d like 
to belong.” Cindy said. “Once we’re or- 
ganized more girls will be taken in.” 

“Never mind.” I shrugged, too, only 
it wasn’t as natural as hers had been. 
“If I want to go in, Gayle has already 
asked to take my name in.” 

“Good. Just so you get in.” She 
sounded as if she meant it. “I think 
we'll have fun. We'll have service proj- 
ects, like the older ones do, and regular 
topics for the meetings, and we'll have 
lots of dances and parties and the like. 
Are you going to take the ballroom 
dancing lessons at Mrs. Jones’?” Mrs. 
Jones was the one we'd taken. ballet 
from. 

“T guess so.” I hadn’t heard about 
them, but | sure wasn’t going to admit 
it to Cindy. “When do they start?” 

“Next Friday. You'd better hurry up 
and sign up. She won’t take but a few. 
Then later on she'll start another class. 
Most of the ones in this first class al- 
ready know how to dance, but want to 
get better, and to learn some of the new- 
er dances and fancy steps. Maybe you'd 
better wait for one of the later classes, 
Becky. You aren’t too good, you know, 
even with a waltz.” 

That was true. Ballroom dancing 
wasn’t any easier for me than ballet had 
been, and it was a whole lot harder on 
my partner than it was on me. But | 
didn’t like for Cindy to rub it in. She’d 
done a court waltz with Jim Jones at the 
last recital, and they’d danced as if 
they’d been doing it together all their 
lives, getting called back three or four 
times. 

Emma and Lou were going to take the 
lessons, too, and Mrs. Jones let me in, 
though I thought she seemed reluctant. 
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She said the same thing Cindy had— 
maybe I’d better wait for one of the 
later classes. 

“This class is pretty advanced, 
Becky,” she said. “Maybe you'd rather 
wait a couple of weeks until I get a class 
started that will be doing the simpler 
dances for awhile.” 

“I’d rather be in this one.” I said, 
stubbornly. “After all, I can already 
dance. I don’t want to be in a beginners 
group.” 

It was rough going. While they 
weren't all as good as Cindy and Jim, 
they were pretty good, and I didn’t just 
imagine that the boys didn’t like to draw 
me for a partner. When it was up to 
them to choose their own partners, I got 
Kenny Adams, who was half a head 
shorter than I was, and about fifty 
pounds over weight. 

The classes were fun, though, and 
every other week we had a sort of party, 
so we'd know all the things to do. 

That’s the way things were, all those 
years when we were growing from child- 
hood into teen-agers. Everything that 
came along. . . . Cindy got there first. 
And she never seemed to try, or even to 
care about it. 

“Honestly, Becky,” Emma said one 
summer day when I was fifteen, “any 
one would think you and Cindy were 
enemies, instead of best friends. What 
difference does it make if she does get 
to be a counselor at camp? You'll have 
more fun going later on, with the rest of 
us. 

I couldn’t explain it to her. Ever since 
we'd gone to camp that first time, when 
we were ten, I’d wanted to be fifteen so 
I could be a counselor. They didn’t 
have to pay the camp fee, and it looked 
like a lot of fun, teaching the younger 
girls to swim, or weave, or build a fire, 
or any of the other things. 

Well, we both tried out for it. along 
with a dozen other girls. Cindy made it, 
but I didn’t. I fell short on the life 
saving, for one thing. And on teaching 
weaving and on fire building. 

Right then, trying to beat Cindy 
stopped being a game and became my 
main purpose in life. My only thought 
was to do something before Cindy did. 
Or to do something better than Cindy 
did. Or to have something she didn’t. 


OOKING BACK, I don’t think Cindy 
really gave it much_ thought. 
Things came easy for Cindy, as they do 






for some people, and being easy they 
didn’t carry much importance. She ac- 
cepted them and went her way, getting 
new things, doing new things. I don’t 
honestly believe she ever realized how 
I felt. 

Envy is a bad thing. Like so many 
bad emotions, it grows and grows, al- 
ways feeding on itself until, in the end, 
it wipes out everything else but it own 
urgency. I’d always liked Cindy, in 
spite of the rivalry. Now I hated her. 

I hated her naturally curly hair, that 
looked better after a swim and a quick 
rub down than mine did after a sham- 
poo and a careful brushing. 

I hated the easy and graceful way she 
wore her clothes, giving an air to a pair 
of shorts or a formal, that was strictly 
Cindy. 

I hated the ease with which she played 
tennis or badminton. The way she 
could swim as if the water were her 
friend, the grace of her diving, the flow- 
ing music of her dancing. 

Maybe if I hadn’t thought so much 
about how she did these things, and 
about trying to outdo her I could have 
done them easier. As it was, I never saw 
myself doing them; it was always Cindy 
and I had to do them her way only bet- 
ter. That was a mistake. No one can 
do things the same way someone else 
can without being awkward about it. 

An even greater mistake, though, was 


“I don’t want to join the 
silly old club,” Cindy 
said, and right there I 
saw my chance to fix her. 






the way I did Cindy about baby sitting. 
We'd both done some of it, before that 
fifteenth summer. Not at night, or with 
small babies. That summer, while Cindy 
was at camp, I got quite a few baby sit- 
ting jobs. Ours was a neighborhood of 
children, from babies on up to our age 
and even older. Down the street a couple 
of doors were two little girls, one and 
three. Across from them were three 
little boys, and two doors down from 
there a boy and a girl. Up the street 
were several families of two and three, 
and lots of places with one little girl or a 
baby boy. 

Then Cindy came back, and she be- 
gan to get calls from the places where 
I'd gone. I didn’t stop to reason, but 
just to envy and hate her some more. 
Here she was cutting in on me again. 
I made up my mind to beat her out here 
by hook or by crook. 

It was easier than I’d planned. 

She was sitting with the two little girls 
one afternoon, when the youngest one 
started to cry. I went in, goaded Cindy 
until she was about ready to scream her- 
self, talking a mile a minute about how 
many jobs I’d been getting, how I al- 
ways managed the children so they 
didn’t cry for their mothers, how the 
mothers were crazy about me and so 
were the children. Every time she'd get 
the baby about quiet I’d jump up and 
do something, (Continued on Page 56) 
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In a lonely hospital room, James Moody 
finds practically the only real peace and 
happiness he has ever known—in the mel- 
odie moan of the saxophone that has made 


him famous. 
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A painful childhood and frustrating success are 
ingredients in the many moods of James Moody 


TEPPING UP on the bandstand be- 
hind the bar, the short, bearded mu- 
sician paused a few seconds and gazed 
at the crowd through his thick, horned- 
rimmed glasses. All eyes in the packed 
night spot were lifted toward him as the 
patrons stopped chattering, held their 
glasses and turned from their dates— 
' waiting. 
The little man picked up a shiny gold 
saxophone from the wire stand, nodded 
his head slightly at the six musicians 
beside him, then began moaning a series 
of clean, penetrating notes that seemed 
to pierce the body. To the crowd, the 
} saxman was demonstrating the spirit of 
modern jazz, a music supposedly re- 
served for sophisticated listeners who 
heard with their souls, not their ears. 
But for the little man himself, James 
Moody, he was simply blowing all of his 
















\ 
s are 


oody 





Moody gets his blood pressure taken by Nurse 
Philonpha Patterson, whom he considers ex- 
tremely helpful to him during his rehabilitation. 





Holding a consultation session with his psychiatrist, Moody talks with Dr. Theodore 
A. Anderson, clinical director at New Jersey’s Overbrook Hospital. Dr. Anderson says 
musician “sought escape from reality and personal problems” through alcohol. 



















troubles into a saxophone, a nightly ritual that left him cleaned out for another day full of sorrow. 

Once again, the soulful strains of James Moody’s tenor saxophone are wailing from bandstands, juke boxes and disc jockey 
turntables around the country. Fans who will never forget creative tunes like Moody’s Mood For Love are now spinning the sen- 
sitive saxophonist’s What’s New, There She Goes and the memorable Last Train From Overbrook, a musical saga. Moody’s 


music is sweeping the nation after an eight-month layoff while the 33-year- 
old band leader fought and conquered a battle with alcoholism at New 
Jersey’s Overbrook Hospital for the mentally ill. 

For Moody it was more than a bout with drinking. It was more like a 
war with all the enemies he had built up within himself because of the 
frustration he lived with daily. Before the five-foot, six-inch, half deaf, 
lisping musician became one of the most popular exponents of modern 
jazz today, he had to overcome a vast series of complexes about his size, 
hearing, manner of speech and fear of women. To discuss Moody’s defeats 
is to face up to them with the bandleader. 

He was born in Savannah, Ga., in 1926, but he didn’t see his father, 
trumpeter James Moody Sr., until 21 years later in Indianapolis, Ind. At 
12, his devoted mother, Mrs. Ruby Cross, took her child from Reading, Pa., 





W orking out an arrangement at piano, Moody keeps busy while in hospital for 
treatment of alcoholism. He is one of foremost exponents of blending modern 
jazz techniques with traditional melodic refrains, like Moody’s Mood For Love. 
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ital music room jam session, Moody works with medical therapy internes Joan Laird (l.) and Gigi Hoffer. Overbrook, with a 
1 of 14 in musical therapy, has one of best programs in U.S. Still, Moody often practiced alone rather than with amateurs. 


ark, N. J. because “all - ae ad the army. “My mother got my 
ople in Reading were oo 7 diploma for me,” he remembers. 
ring ‘Mrs. Moody’s boy rie os Recalling his childhood, 
Moody was kept in a Sa , Moody says: “I don’t know how 
d school in Reading un- . j I kept from becoming a juvenile 
was1l2. Explains c ‘ delinquent or a hoodlum. but | 
“You see, I was hard oo \ know I developed a hell of a lot 
ing because | was seated , a) bait of complexes.” Yet, more than 
tically in back of the “ any one factor, Moody’s moods 
nd I used to always an- ~~ . may have contributed to his 
ih?’ when the teacher \ success as musician, composer 
1 me. Finally, she be- . and creator of original music. 
say ‘there’s something He admits “soon, I began to put 
with this boy.’ ” all of myself into my music. It 
wasn’t until James was P was my only consolation. Like, 
rred to the Brewster St. man, when I am playing, the 
for the Deaf in Newark ~ world is alright. But when | 
1001 officials found out " step down, I have my problems 
a punctured left ear — - > again.” 
‘For two years I was the ' FA Not since Charlie ( Yardbird) 
in my class who could cS | 2a Parker soared to the top of the 
nd talk,” he recalls. op — jazz world with his musical 
aduating from Brewster, : genius, has any other saxophone 


Arts Practicing on the flute, Moody takes first serious at- player poured as much of his 


; : i ind inst t that h ently : ' : 
hool where he flunked in a 7 playing wind ins ee ee personal life into his work. 
become highly popular in modern jazz work. 


ecause teachers disre- Linking the melancholy Moody 
his hearing difficulty. with the pulsating Parker is in- 
ey didn’t give a darn” says the bandleader bitterly. evitable since their lives ran parallel at many places. Then 
the one thing I really liked because my mother had there is a sharp breaking point. 
» a sax.” He transferred to Eastside High School Parker, who appeared to seek out tragedy, finally overcame 
was graduated at 18, two months after he entered his weaknesses by laughing at death. Moody, who tried to 


” 


entered Manual 





Sparring in gymnasium, Moody exchanges blows with 
hospital maintenance man Fritzi Kay, a professional 
middleweight boxer. Moody was trying to lose weight. 





r got my fight off his problems. conquered his frustrations by 

members. learning to live with them. It was fitting that Parker. 

Idhood, who began a new trend in jazz, and Lester Young. fie” 

now how who made the transition from the old with ease, 7 

a juvenile should be the two greatest music influences on the ; i] 

m. but | younger Moody. ‘> ff 

| of a lot The bandleader, who really learned to play in the Making a triumphant return to New York’s Birdland jazz mecca after his 
ore than | Army. explained: “I liked Lester. I liked his music. release from hospital, Moody joins friends in a benefit for fellow musician in 
s moods I'd say he was the biggest influence on me because | jured in an automobile accident abroad. 

1 to his tried to play like him for a while.” But he still 

omposer credits Parker with affecting him earlier, saying “everybody in the band at Air Force Basic Training Center No. 10 in 

ul music. Greensboro at that time was trying to hit one of them be-bop licks like Parker.” 

an to put Although he couldn’t read music when he entered the Air Force. Moody was put in the band after somebody asked “who 
nusic. It owned an instrument.” Said Moody: “They didn’t say who can 

mn. Like, ; | Sacking out in semi-private play—so, I held up my hand.” They said: “ ‘send for it.’”. He 
ing, the Fj aR room, Moody catches up on learned to read in three months when the bandmaster an- 
when I :f reading during spare time. nounced that all the fellows who couldn’t keep up would be 
oroblems shipped overseas. “By the time they began shipping them out. 


I could read everything,” Moody explained. 
ardbird) { ; Recalling his introduction to big-time jazz, Moody remembers 
; 4 when Dizzy Gillespie’s band came through Greensboro at the 


yp of the 
musical end of the war and told the band members at B.T.C. 10 that he 
xophone : was organizing a new band. 

of his .y—_— “When some of you fellas get out, look me up in New York.” 
s work. he told them. “Dave Burns—-he leads the band at the Roxy 


+ Moody y r — theater now—and | went up,” Moody remembered. Dave made 

er is in- J it and I didn’t. 

Then , " The reason he didn’t make it, Moody says, “was because | 

was too nervous and | didn’t blow loud enough. Everybody 

was going BOOP! BOOP! BOOP!, and I went beep. It wasn’t 

that I couldn’t play the music, but like | was scared.” Two 
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*k “I suffered agony for a long time with 
tching, stinging misery of ascaly skin disease. 
It was called Psoriasis. It would itch and 
burn so often that I was miserable. After try- 
ing many skin helps, I used Black and White 
Ointment. It really relieved the itching, burn- 
ng misery and in a short while I was much 
more comfortable. I wouldn’t 
be without it.” 


vin HMM 


Norfolk, Virginia 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 4!5 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
Over 5! Million Packages Sold! 
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The Living Tragedy 
Of James Moody 


months later, Moody got a wire from 
Burns to join the band in New York, 
“and I’ve been trying to wail ever since.” 

Even after he joined the band Moody 
never really overcame his fear. “You 
would be afraid, too,” he once said, 
“with everybody sitting around looking 
weird—lI didn’t know how to take People 
then.” Playing with the Gillespie at the 
time were John Lewis, Milt Jackson and 
Ray Brown. “Like, Man, | really think 
I came up too fast,” says Moody seri- 
ously in recalling the early band ex- 
periences. “The next thing I know, like 
we were out in Hollywood somewhere. 
Playing to standing room crowds. [ was 
playing the music but I didn’t know what 
else was happening. All I know, we were 
playing something new and it sounded 
good. And we were all glad to be a part 
of it.” 

If Moody’s music reflects the brilliant 
artistry of a master technician, plus the 
melancholy notes of a mixed-up kid, it 
has good reason. If it appears to blend 
the creative spirit of modern jazz with 
the melodious sound of the traditional 
musician, it is not incidental. 

If Moody has captured the body with 
his beat and the soul with his sound, it 
is not by chance. His striking tones and 
blending notes represents the skill of a 
man who sings the blues with his instru- 
ment. 

Anxious to more than prove his ability 
and measure up to the greats beside him, 
Moody was soon caught up in the fast 
pace of the be-bop era. Soon he was 
not only trying to match his ability but 
his manhood with the older, more ex- 
perienced musicians. Moody simply 
says: “I started drinking wine because 
it made me feel good. I figured, the more 
I drank, the better I’d feel. Soon, I was 
drinking about a gallon a night. But, 
that wasn’t so bad. I was a pretty healthy 
kid. What really set me off was when 
somebody gave me benzedrine in coca- 
cola. You know the kind you take from 
an inhaler. It gave me a real good buzz. 
To show you how stupid I was, I begin 
to figure: If one benzedrine would make 
me feel like that, why not a whole 
bunch? So the next time I got an inhaler 
I put all the (Continued on Page 78) 








edy 


ody 


e from 
York, 
since.” 
Moody 
“You 

e said, 
looking 
e People 
e at the 
son and 
ly think 
dy seri- 
and ex- 
ow, like 
1ewhere. 
. | was 
ow what 
we were 
sounded 
ye a part 


brilliant 
plus the 

kid, it 
to blend 
azz with 
iditional 


ody with 
ound, it 
ynes and 


kill of a 


s instru- 


is ability 
side him, 
the fast 
he was 
ility but 
nore ex- 

simply 
because 
the more 
mn, I was 
ht. But. 
y healthy 
as when 
in coca- 
ake from 
0d buzz. 
, | begin 
ld make 
a whole 
n inhaler 
Page 78) 


hy 


HOME SERVICE 
MAGAZINE 
Freda DeKnight 
Home Service Director 








The career coif, for busy women, ts a 
Style that can be kept sleek and 
smooth with very little effort. 


sis 


The “Career Coif’ embodies sim- 
plenty, careful shaping and deft 
Combing to create fluid loveliness. 


a, 
Back view reveals abundant curls. 
Hip is cut short, shaped to nape of 
meek, combed to back and front. 


Back view of the French roll 
shows a soft, smooth look with 
short hair tendrils at the base. 


A sleek cap-fitting coif has 
deep back waves flowing over 
ears, soft bangs in front. 


The French roll, popular because of its 
unique sophistication, is flanked with 
waves on each side and fluffed front bangs. 


The cut and shape of hair is important in 
this style. Here the hair has been cut to 
conform to the individual’s growth pattern. 
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Because it is easy to care for between beauty appointments the 
“windblown” hair-do is a favorite of busy women and teenagers. 
Nightly pinning prolongs life and springiness of curls. 





Most types of hair take well to the “windblown” 
cut. It is a carefree style with a young look, and 
is adaptable to all occasions. 


One of the most popular hair styles for short hair is the “wind- 
blown” look of carefully tousled curls. The hair is cut from 
one half to three inches in length and falls naturally into waves. 






Personalized 
Hair Styles 


EAUTICIANS ARE KNOWN to tell this story 
with a great deal of relish, especially to their 
shaggy-haired patrons. The story goes thusly: Once 
upon a time a well dressed lady of leisure approached 
her dressing table mirror with these well chosen words: 
“Mirror. mirror on the wall, who is the fairest of them 
all?” While she waited with an air of impatient superi- 
ority, the mirror drolly answered . . . “ "Tis not you my 
fair maiden, but yonder beauty whose hair is as sleek 
as a black bird’s wing and as soft and smooth as silk.” 
At this point the beautician halts pointedly, smiles with 
just enough niceness, and gently resumes work on her 
patron’s hair. 

The story, of course, is incomplete, but the beauti- 
cian has successfully put her point across and is now 
hoping that her patron will make another appointment 
before she departs from the shop. 

The story behind the story is that the hair plays an 
important part in the overall picture of the well dressed 
woman. Without a smart coif, personally styled to 
play up all good points, a beautiful woman is letting 
herself and her public down. 
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O OFTEN green olives are overlooked in preparing main meal dishes and used 
y for garnishing and relish plates. Served separately or combined with other 
olives have a delightful flavor and are rich in color and crisp texture contrast. 
alty juiciness mixes well with bland foods, picking up subtle hidden flavors. 
stuffed olives liven up one-color dishes, perks up meats and is an inexpensive 
add an expensive look to economy meals. Try them today. 


never underestimate an 


Olive Turkey Curry 
meats may be transformed into attractive, appetizing dishes. Left-over chicken 
y need not look like left-overs. Turn either into a curry dish, fancy it up, flavor 
color-wise with Spanish green olives, and you have a dish fit for company. 


a = é 3 


tempting menu for dinner, and one that will perk up tired appetites. Try 
neapple Cutlets, mashed Louisiana yam and parsley casserole, buttered cauli- 
and crunchy nut bread. Watch the pleased look on the faces of your family. 

















Spanish Cod and Olive Dinner 


Whether the fish frying on your kitchen range comes from the freezing cabinet of your grocery 
store, your neighborhood fish store, or straight from the creel of a rod and reel enthusiast, 
its delicate flavor is always complemented by the addition of colorful Spanish green olives. 

















Pencil-striped outfit con- 
sists of a sheath dress and 
brief boxy jacket. $25. 


It takes patience and a sharp 











eye when buying fashions for 
the petite figure, but it pays 
off in smarter clothes styled 
Just for the girl who has to 
tip-toe to get kissed 





Bloused-bodice coat dress 
has three-quarter sleeves, 
platter button closing. $20. 
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$HORT WOM AN 


HE WOMAN WHO has a short figure (under five 

feet, four inches) has to select her clothes with unusual 
care. As a connoisseur of fashion, she is very much con- 
cerned with her overall appearance and focuses attention 
on form and fit, as well as style and design, related to her 
own particular figure problem. 

Clothes that are “too youthful,” but fit, are as incorrect 
as ill-fitting ones. Too often a short woman makes the 
mistake of buying junior clothes simply because they are 
easy to find, when actually they are intended for younger 
girls. Regular dress sizes are too long for the short figure 
because of longer bodice lines as well as lengthier skirts. 
Petite sizes, cut proportionately to fit shorter waistlines, 
will give a better fit. 

Size, however, should never be a handicap in the selec- 
tion of clothes. Any number of dress shops cater exclu- 
sively to small petite figures. With a bit of diligent search- 
ing, it will pay to buy clothes that are keyed to person- 
ality, size and age. For the short woman a proper length 
and fluid, height-giving lines are important features to 
look for. TAn’s dresses are R & K Originals. Hats by 
Lena Rackley. 


Full-skirted crepe dress 
has removal cotton pique 
collar and cuffs. $25. 






Silk linen sheath has 
draped midriff and gros- 
grain ribbon belt. $20. 





Light blue and white 
tweed has two-piece 
look with blue belt. $20. 




































Style Ne. 451—CLINGING VINE. The chemise 
a shape ... smartly tailored daytime dress 
sleek rayon menswear, with its stand-up coljj 
and fake pocket trim. A perfect foil for brig, 
scarfs and jewelry. Beige, black and red. 






Style No. 370—KNIT TRICKS. Slick knit that's loy 
on look appeal from the top of its casual col, 
to the tip of its whistle-slim skirt. Contrast strip, 
create a fashion-fresh color note; the marvelo,) 
arrowhead belt nips you in tiny as can be. Re 
heather grey, black. Cotton knit. 


Style No. 2710—PLEAT TRICK. In a washable bie 
of Acrilon and Rayon, tucked on the turtleng 
collar and bodice, whirling out in a wide swe 
of permanent pleats. Powder blue, rose or gry 


Style Ne. 114—SIREN STRATEGY. Nylon lace dq. 
ingly draped over crisp rayon taffeta. Its neckline 
dipped to a new low. Behind your back a dew 
decolletage and fluid, floating lines. Black, rm 
beige, powder blue. 


Style No. 451 
Treg-76-06 


9-17 q & 
10-20 


20' 2-282 
soag 7.98 / 










Style No. 114 
“Reyg-16-03. 


9-17 1038 
10-20 


20 42-2812, 40-48 











9-17 
10-20 


20'2-28'2 : 
40-48 7.98 : 








Style No. 2710 


7-17, 8-20 











DEPT. 71-02 Asbury Park, N. J. 
rae PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
? ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling- 
I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 
§ OC.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount / 
plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 
a I may return garment in 10 days if noe satished. —| 
See} Style No. | Size | 1st Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice =| 
\ / 
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Child Care: 


Is Your Child 


A ‘Loner’? 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


«f ‘OSH, DOCTOR, just what does 








one do with two children who are | 


so completely different. Taffy is the life 
of the party, she just loves people and 
they seem to love her, I can’t turn 
around for her friends cluttering up the 
house, and I have such a hard time 
getting any work out of her because she 
is always so occupied. On the other 
hand, Kenny is always anxious to help 
me out, he doesn’t get under foot, but 


whenever I need him, there he is, and | 
I only have to ask him one time. He | 


doesn’t have a lot of friends, but he 
doesn’t seem unhappy. He doesn’t seem 
to lack self-confidence, and yet—” Mrs. 
Ramsey looked at me questioningly. 


“Actually, Mrs. Ramsey.” I replied, | 
“vou don’t really have a problem, unless | 


you try to make Kenny conform to 
Taffy’s outgoing personality. You have 
two individuals with their own likes and 
dislikes, needs and desires. Where Taffy, 
might be bored silly without her girl 
friends and their dolls and gossip and 


make-believe, Kenny. on the other hand, | 


is of a quieter, more introspective na- 
ture, and as long as you don’t feel that 
he is unhappy or uncomfortable, don’t 
try to force him into any other mold. 
Does he have any particular interests?” 

“Model airplanes, and he had built 
some very good ones for a youngster, 
not quite eight,”” Mrs. Ramsey replied. 
“You know, actually, | think [ under- 
stand what you mean. Kenny is more 


solid in his way, while Taffy is more | 


excitable. 


Kenny cannot stand to be | 


screamed at or to be spoken to harshly, 


while sometimes, unless you scream at 
Taffy, she doesn’t even hear you.” 


There are many children, like Kenny. 


who are self-contained. They do not 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 





Look how men flock around 


the girl with the clear, bright, Nadinola-light complexion 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Nap1- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





















need a great many friends or an ex- | — 
haustive social life. The companionship | : — | 
that they get in the normal course of | NADINOLA : 
STorChoxe | events with school friends and at home Pas A DD i Pe oO LL A Dtntintn Z B85 
! seems sufficient. Even a child who likes | _ 

P to be with others much of the time must | BLEACHING CREAM FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
mae learn to occupy himself in some manner | Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, non olty,Brightons shin, Pte ote 
a when he is alone without being bored. | clearer, lighter and lovelier. herenenatny tobe 4 “Sun Eee 
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Send A Copy 


1o Your Friends 


. . - without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


f possible send the February issue. 
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| BATON ROUGE, LA., deputies took out after theft suspect Willie Williams. 
32, “just nosed around” until they caught him, charged him with stealing five 
truckloads of horse manure. 


* * * 


In New Haven, Conn., 21-year-old John K. Hopkins was sentenced to 30 days 
in jail for beating up his girl friend after sending her a poem declaring: “Roses are 
red, violets are blue. I can’t wait till I get you.” 


n * 


In Pasadena, Calif., Mrs. Ellen K. Crook tenderly nursed a “pretty bush,” she 
found growing outside her home, watched it grow to a height of 15 feet, was 
dismayed when police chopped it down after identifying it as a marijuana plant. 


* * * 


In Louisville, Ky., 21-year-old Alfred L. Smith went to visit an acquaintance at 
the Jefferson County Jail, became a boarder himself as police arrested him for 
contributing to the dependency of his two children. 


* * * 


In Memphis, Tenn., 0. D. White, 44, was arrested for prowling on Friday the 
13th, was the 13th case to come up in court, drew a $26 fine which he spent 13 
days serving out in jail. 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., house mover William S. Fuqua was sent to jail for theft 
when he told the court he lost a client’s house after dismantling it. 


* - * 


In Westbrook, Maine, tipsy Burton Richards, 42, pushed his way through a 
pair of swinging doors, demanded a drink, sobered up in jail later to discover the 
swinging doors led, not to a bar, but to a police sergeant’s desk. 


+ * * 


In Tonoka, Kenya, officials had to turn away would-be customers from outlying 
tribes who poured into town after hearing false reports that wives would be sold 
at auction for $7.14 each. 


* * * 


In Lockport, N. Y., police answered a complaint by Mrs. Jeanne E. Spaulding 
that the city’s Walnut Street was a haven for speeding motorists, nabbed several 
speedsters in a radar net—including Mrs. Spaulding. 


* * * 


In Oklahoma City, Okla., 59-year-old Harold Henley broke up the wedding of 
his ex-wife, Matta, by slugging bridegroom James L. Tanner, 39, and touching off 
a free-for-all that ended up with the entire wedding party of 29 honeymooning 
in jail. 
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See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


= $3(}00 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time .. . as much 
as $30.00 in a day? Then mail 
alaieiies itnithen ae eemmaaian the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
Add to Your FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
Profits with | sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
Tailored Suits | and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
for Ladies! | fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting. 
pe Mg Sl =. = | better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when 
ings by taking orders | you show the many*beautiful, high quality fab- 
leet eae mentite | rics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit 
made-to-measure | 2nd style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you 
suits and skirts for {| take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit 
| in advance on every order, and build up fine perma- 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


women Many hus- 
bands sell suits to : i , 
nent income for yourself in spare or full time. 


men, their wives sell 
suits and skirts to 
women . . and the 
profits roll in! You 
can too! Outfit con- 
tains styles. prices, 
and simple instruc- 


No Experience Needed 
It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
tions. need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
— oe ae ee ee ee eo ' simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send you 
this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics 


YOUR OWN SUITS and everything else you need to start. You'll say this is the 
ereatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush the coupon 


WITHOUT Iz COST! | 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. B-364 
Our plan makes it easy for you to 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ul. 
get your own personal suits, top- 


coats, and overcoats without pay- —— = oe oe ee ee ee ee ee oe ee ee ee ee ee ee ee oe oe ee ee ee oe 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash | FE ppogress TAILORING CO., Dept. B-364 
! 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, lll. 
, Dear Sir: 
! I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
Il AND SHOW, without paying ic for it. Rush Valuable 
a ! Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
Just Mail Coupon , LUTELY FREE 
f 
I 
I 
I 
i 
UR 








earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon. now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 
































Lesson In Love 


(Continued from Page 21) 


pulled me close to kiss me. “Oh, baby, 
he whispered. “This solves every- 
There’s no choice now.” 

Oh, but there was a choice. Maybe Bart 
it see it, but he would have to. He 
id have to recognize that the choice he 

make was not to take the promotion. 

all, even if he did get more money 
there, it was a large city and it would 
iore to live. Millerton was small, liv- 
less expensive, and if he stayed 

in the long run, he would be just as 


After 


il c ad. 


[ had it all figured out. When I told him, 
[ finished by saying, “And Bart, I’ve been 
ing. Maybe it would be best if we 
yne of the Elmdale houses. I could 
see Mama every day, and she could 
me whenever she wanted to. It 
work out all right for her.” That 
concession I was making, that was 
[ was offering. I would be willing to 
t if he would just stay— 

[ held my breath, and watched his face. 
His arms around me slackened until final- 
wasn’t holding me at all. At last he 
“Maybe you’re right, Linda. May- 
suldn’t be any ahead in the long 
the new job, but can’t you see, 
larling, I have to try. It’s a step up the 
lder. I'm not the only guy in the office 
inted the chance. I can’t turn it 

You’ve got to go with me—” 
Mama—” I began. “I can’t leave 

” é 


just think you can’t,” Bart said 


“But you’re wrong. Even the 
says you’re wrong. ‘Thou shalt 


299 


to thy husband 
ildn’t see it Bart’s way. no matter 
said. I tried not to let Mama know 
s going on between Bart and me, 
\iama knew. Finally, she asked me. 
\re you and Bart quarrelling. Linda?” 
id to tell her. I said, “Bart’s been 
rred to California. He leaves next 
{!—]—Oh, Mama, he thinks I ought 
vith him, but I can’t. I can’t leave 
e all by yourself. I don’t want to, 
myself—’ 
drew herself up proudly. “Lin- 
said. “you don’t have to worry 
Bart is a fine young man and he 
i the way—” all of a sudden she 
to shrink and her shoulders 
led, and her voice broke as she fin- 
the way your father loved me—” 
{ couldn't bear it. I went over to my 
ind I put my arms around her. Her 
s on my shoulder and I patted her 


ently, consolingly the way you 
hurt child. 
please.” I begged her. “Who 


vas going to leave you?” 
lried her eves while I comforted 


her, and then she said, “Perhaps there’s 
some nice young woman who might come 
to live with me—” 

It was a chance and [ took it. After all, 
she was the one who suggested it. I felt 
hopeful for the first time since Dad had 
died. 


UT HOPE FADED as the weeks passed 

and none of the few nice young women 
that Bart and I could produce were satis- 
factory to Mama. Miss Swanson, a nurse, 
worked nights at the hospital and would 
have to sleep days. “It would just throw 
the house all upside down,” Mama said. 

And young Mrs. Smith, who was a wi- 
dow and waitress at a cafe, smoked. 
“Everything would smell like tobacco,” 
Mama explained when she vetoed Mrs. 
Smith. 

There was something wrong with every 
nice young woman who was looking for a 
comfortable room, with meals, in exchange 
for keeping Mama company. 

At last. I knew it was no use. Mama 
wanted to cooperate, she wanted to help 
me feel free to go, but if she just couldn’t 
find anyone suitable, it wasn’t her fault. 

The days dragged on, and there was no 
decision that Bart and I could reach, and 
finally it was time for him to leave. Vague- 
ly, I promised that I would come out and 
marry him as soon as I could get Mama 
settled. and vaguely he promised that he 
would wait for me, but I think I knew that 
day on the station platform that only a 
miracle would make it so that I could ever 
marry Bart. 

After Bart was gone, it was almost as if 
I had nothing to live for. But that’s not 
true, I kept telling myself. I have a won- 
derful home, a wonderful mother, a good 
job—everything to be thankful for. Ex- 
cept Bart. 

I lived for his letters. At first he wrote 
every night and it was almost. but not 
quite, like having him to talk to when I 
got home from work every day and found 
his letter. I read and re-read each one un- 
til I almost knew them by heart, and when 
Saturday night came and I missed Bart 
most of all, I would read every one he had 
written me. 

Mama did her best to try to make things 
pleasant for me. She cooked the things I 
liked, and in the evening she’d suggest that 
we take a ride in the car, or go visit some 
of her friends, or have someone in. In the 
beginning, she tried to make me see some 
of my old friends, girls ’'d gone to school 
with, but there really wasn’t much I had in 
common with them. Most of them were 
married and some had babies and they 
talked about things that weren’t part of 
my life yet, only part of my future. 


BRaAkt HAD BEEN GONE two months 

when suddenly three days passed with. 
out a letter from him. I was sick with 
worry. Was he ill, injured? His letters has 
come so regularly that I knew something 
terrible had happened. And yet, how could 
1 find out? I wasn’t his wife. If he were 
hurt in an accident, maybe I would not 
even be notified. I couldn’t sleep from 
worrying, and even in the daytime when | 
was at the office, the fear was with me all 
the time. It sat on my shoulder when | 
typed and it was on my plate when I tried 
to eat lunch. 

There was still no letter on the fourth 
day when I came home from work, and | 
guess Mama knew that I was worried be. 
cause she said, “Now, Linda, you’ve been 
sitting home brooding too much. Today is 
Mrs. Withers’ eighty-seventh birthday and 
we've been asked to stop in after dinner 
for cake and ice cream. I think you cer. 
tainly should go.” 

I wanted to scream when I thought of 
spending the evening with Mrs. Withers 
and Homer, but maybe it was better than 
nothing. 

The Withers’ house was one of the oldest 
on our street. It wasn’t so terribly big. but 
it was all little pointed gables and cupolas 
and tiny, diamond-paned windows. A 
picket fence surrounded it, and as far back 
as I could remember, it had always been 
exactly the same. Every two years Homer 
Withers painted the outside. In the sum. 
mers, he worked in the garden, and in the 
winter he shoveled snow and made the 
trips to market by himself when it was 
too slippery for his mother. They didn’t 
have much income but somehow they made 
it stretch. 

Tonight. there were only one or two 
neighbors besides Mama and me, gathered 
to celebrate Mrs. Withers’ _ birthday. 
Proudly, Homer carried in a_ birthday 
cake. “Look,” Mrs. Withers said in her 
dry old voice, “just look what Homer 
made me.” She sighed a little. “I’m lucky 
to have a boy like Homer.” 

There was a small silence, and Mrs. 
Withers looked up at Homer expectantly. 
“Well, now, Mother,” Homer said finally. 
“I’m a lucky fellow to have a mother like 
you.” It was as though the words had been 
said many times, and in Homer’s soft eyes 
there was an expression I couldn’t quite 
fathom. 

Later, after we’d eaten cake and ice 
cream, I helped Homer carry the dishes 
out to the kitchen. Mrs. Withers didn't 
seem sick, and she walked as erect a8 
Homer, but he explained when we were 
alone, that all the time he was doing more 
and more of the housework. “It just seems 
like Mother gets more feeble all the time.” 

I was glad to have something to do. 
While Mama and the others were talking 
in the parlor, I helped Homer wash the 
dishes. It was just before we finished that 
he said, as if he’d been thinking it over 
for a long time: “Whatever became of that 
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young man of Linda? I always 
thought—” 

I plunged my hands deep in the dishpan 
and didn’t look at Homer because my eyes 
were suddenly thick with tears. “Oh, Bart, 
you mean. Well, he got transferred, and 
we decided that we’d wait to get married 
until—”’ I took a deep breath. I was un- 
comfortable, feeling Homer’s eyes on me. 
“Well. you know how it is. I couldn’t leave 
Mama. I just couldn’t—” 

“Homer.” Mrs. Withers called from the 
parlor, “get me my shawl, will you, please. 
like a good boy. I’m a little chilly.” 

Homer stood stock still, and then he 
cleared his throat. And when he spoke, it 
was to me, and not in answer to his mother. 
“Yes, Linda,” he said. “yes, I know how 


yours, 


it 1S. 

Pretty soon the party was over. Mama 
and I walked home and I carried the pic- 
ture of Homer and his mother with me as 
they had been when we left, telling us 
goodbye at the door, Mrs. Withers leaning 
heavily on Homer and saying as we went 
down the front “Don’t forget to 
check the back door, Homer. And you can 
close my window when you come upstairs. 
Just a little air is all I want.” 

I felt sick and dead all over. Tonight I 
had looked at Homer with eyes aware that 
he was something more than Mrs. Withers’ 
devoted son. Something about Homer had 
made me very uncomfortable and very sad. 
He was older than my father, and it was 
almost as if he had been trying to tell me 
something tonight. 

But what? Suddenly, I wished I could 
go where there were lights and music and 
young people. I wished I could be in 
Bart’s arms, cuddled close to him. But I 
couldn’t be. because Bart was in California 
and I was here, and nothing seemed worth- 
while, especially since it had been four 
endless days since I’d had a line from him. 

Mama pulled her key out of her purse 
as we reached our front porch. We had 
left the light on, and I saw something white 
sticking in our mailbox at the moment that 
Mama said, “Why, look that’s a letter, isn’t 
it, Linda?” 

And then I was grabbing the white en- 
velope out of the box and seeing that it 
was a special delivery letter addressed to 
me in Bart’s handwriting. Oh, joy. joy. I 
thought, everything’s all right, after all. 
I didn’t need to worry and just to know 
that only last night probably he had sat 
and written this letter somehow brought 
him closer. 

I took the letter to my room to read, and 
Mama said, following me up the stairs. 
“Now, don’t stay up too late, dear. You 
really must get your rest.” 

Rest? I didn’t need rest. I just needed 
to know that Bart loved me. With anxious 
fingers, I tore open the envelope. 

But, really, it wasn’t a very satisfactory 
letter, even if it was special delivery, even 
if he did begin it: “Darling Linda,” and 
end it: “with all my love. Bart.” It wasn’t 
a satisfactory letter at all, because in it 
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so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
protective 


just 3 days! Contains 


Long-Aid gives hair a 


shield against dampness . 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria . 

clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


keeps. hair fresh, 


helps 
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WHITE _ BLEACH 
PRESSING | “> AND GLOW 
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only 60c | a eel ony 75¢ ACTALAN 
plus tax as plus tax only 60c SOAP 
53 LONG-AID 
| LONG-AID pony DANDRUFF 
SULPHUR FLOWING | sein 
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way trom 


that he’d been too busy to write 


ped I hadn’t worried. He’d been to 


party, he said, and he’d met an 
nice young couple who were skiing 
and they were planning a 
skiing party in the mountains. 
ourse, he missed me terribly, and 
not to miss writing his daily let- 


all right as far as it went, but 
so much that in sudden sick 
[ could read between the lines. 
party. for instance, well there'd 
at that party. And the skiing 
and the nice young couple, why 
they knew a girl who was just 
Bart 
happiness at finding the letter 
me, and I was back 
tarted from, in the same pit of 
when Mama and I had left the 
[t was all so hopeless, really. 
d his job. and he was meeting 
le. and little by little he’d forget 
he loved me. I was sure of that. 
live on absence. He’d be 
the kind of man who 
wife. a home. a family, and he 


ant 


rie was 


ait for me forever. 
ise was very quiet. Mama had 
ved. and I knew she was asleep 
| could hear her heavy breathing 
ny closed door. The clock on my 
ked slowly, precisely, each tick a 
life that I was losing, a part 
eing wasted, because as long as 


tay away from Bart, everything 


1 
a 
l 


what can a girl do. I asked 


How could I leave Mama when she 


left me? When I was small. 

who had sat up nights when I 
whose soft hand had comforted 
[ had nightmares? Why, Mama’s. 

So how could I leave her to 
and helpless and frightened all 

I couldn’t, and that was that. 
ad run all around the circle like 
ved squirrel in a cage. and the 
is still the same. 


HREE DAYS after that. I got a 


egularly from Bart, and then 
inother gap. But this time. I 


p to sudden worried conclusions. 
ek or hurt or even particularly 
office. I told myself. He’s just 
nself a new life. and there isn’t 


for a girl named Linda back 


thing was that. although the 
must have shown in my face. 
t seem to notice it. She rarely 
Bart. and when she did. it was 
vere a childhood playmate of 
had moved away. Don’t worry. 
titude seemed to say, somebody 
ear soon for you to play with. 
re not the only man in the 

{s if knowing that he was 
from me slowly and relent- 


tearing me to pieces. 


Still. no matter if your heart is wither- 
ing and dying, you go on and live. You go 
to work, and you make a stab at eating 
and you try to act interested in the things 
around you. That's what I did. I listened 
to Mama describe the symptoms of her 
friend Mrs. Patton’s latest disease, and | 
answered politely when she asked me if | 
thought she ought to have the guttering 
fixed before winter really set in. 

Bart wrote again, of course, and again 
he apologized for his lapse. but I knew 
that each time the break would be longer 
until at last there would come a long, 
dreadful. never-ending silence. 

It was November now. and one Monday 
morning I wakened to see our first snow 
feathering against the windows. I usually 
loved snow. but today I hated it. Snow 
made me think of mountains, and moun- 
tains made me think of skiing. and skiing 
made me think of all the good times that 
Bart was no doubt having without me. 

The day dragged on. 
even though the streets were slick, and I 
ate Junch at the same place I ate every 
day. and I thought. every day. as long as 
I live. it’s going to be the same for me. 
Until I'm old enough to retire. Ul be peck- 
ing away at this typewriter. and I'll get 
to be known as that crabby old maid. 
been here for years, never married because 
she had to stay with her mother. 

I drove home slowly after work. Five 
o'clock. the dead end of a dead day. If I 
were married to Bart. I'd be fixing dinner. 
I'd be putting on lipstick so I'd look pret- 
ty when he came home. Five o’clock would 
be the time when the good part of the day 
would just be starting for me. 

I called hello to Mama as I[ walked in 
the front door, but there was no answer. 
Now where can she be. I thought. faintly 
irritated to think that she might have de- 
cided to take a walk on such a bad day. 

But she hadn’t taken a walk, I discov- 
ered. There was a note on the kitchen 
table from her and it said, “Linda: Have 
gone to Withers. Come there when 
get home.” 

Something's happened to Mrs. Withers. 
I thought. and rushed out of the house and 
down the street to the Withers house. Poor 
Mrs. Withers. I was thinking. But then 
it was her time to go. She’s had a nice. 
long life. She’s been reasonably healthy 
and reasonably happy. 

But it wasn’t Mrs. Withers. 
er. 

“A terrible thing for Mrs. Withers.” 
Mama said. opening the door for me. She 


I drove to work 


you 


It was Hom- 


stood in the hall and told me sobbing that 
Homer had gone to market alone that aft- 
ernoon because it was too bad out for his 
mother. Coming back. a car had skidded 
and crashed into Homer, killing him in- 
stantly. 

“Poor Mrs. Withers.” Mama said, “all 
alone now and no one to look after her but 
Homer. and he’s gone.” 

I stood there in the darkened hall, and 
listened to the muted voices of people in 


the parlor. comforting Mrs. Withers, and 
every once in a while I could hear Mrs, 
Withers say: “Such a good boy, such a 
devoted son. What will I do now?” 

“Poor Mrs. Withers,” Mama said. 

A sudden rage went all through me, 
Poor Mrs. Withers, Mama. said. 
rible for Mrs. Withers. 

But what about Homer? Homer, who 
had once been young and wanted to live, to 
love. to marry. have children. I thought 
about the cake he had baked his mother, 
and the way he used to paint the house 
every other year with his mother standing 
down on the ground below his ladder. say. 
ing. “Don't put quite so much paint on 
the brush. Homer. It looks a little thick in 
Or. “I think you’ve thinned too 
much, It’s hardly covering.” 

I thought about Homer and the market 
basket and how every day for so many 
years that it must have seemed without be. 
ginning and ending for him, he had 
shopped for a small piece of ham. or a 
good head of lettuce. or a bottle of milk. 

Mama said, “Don’t you want to say a 
words to Mrs. Withers, dear? She’s 
holding up remarkably well—” 

| went into the parlor and held Mrs. 
Withers’ hand for a moment and said the 
things you're supposed to say at a time 
like this. and then I went back to Mama. 
I told her I was going back home. 

“That's all right.” Mama said. patting 
“Your dinner’s in the oven. | 
know you're upset. so you just take care 
of yourself. dear. [ll be home later.” 

I wasn’t hungry, and I wasn’t upset in 
the way Mama meant. I just wanted to be 
| wanted to think. 


So ter. 


spots.” 


Homer. 


few 


my arm. 


alone. 


N MY ROOM I sat down and stared at 

the ceiling. I closed my eyes. and still 
the only thing I could see was Homer carry- 
ing the market basket. I remembered how 
Homer had looked that night of his moth- 
er’s birthday when he had asked me about 
Bart and I had explained how things were. 
and he had said. slowly and deliberately. 
“Yes. Linda. Yes. I know how it is.” 

And in a flash IT knew what it was that 
Homer had been trying to tell me. He had 
been trying to tell me that my life would 
be like his. He had been trying to warn 
He had as good as said: “Look, Lin- 
da. look at me. I felt I had to take care 
of Mother. I felt I couldn’t leave her alone. 
And look at me now. I’m as old as she is. 
older. even. because I've never had any 


me. 


youth at all.” 

It wasn’t Mrs. Withers’ fault entirely. 
Oh. maybe she'd never urged Homer to go 
and make his own life. but on the other 
hand. it Homer's decision to 
make. 

The way it was my own decision, Sure. 
it would be hard to leave Mama, but life is 
full of hard decisions. and Mama would 
survive. just as Mrs. Withers was surviving 
now. Somehow. it would be worked out 
for Mrs. Withers. Homer was dead. and 
still her life would continue until it was 


was own 
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Bitter Victory 


(Continued from Page 35) 


so she’d start crying again. 

“Her bottle’s in the refrigerator, Becky,” 
Cindy said, finally. “If you'll get it for 
me, I’ll get her to take it and then if we’re 
quiet she will probably go to sleep.” She 
turned to the three-year-old: “Janie, you 
sit on the porch with your dolly for a little 
while. will you? Then Ill read you a 
story.” 

I got the bottle, and held it in front of 
the baby. She stopped crying and reached 
for it. “Let me give it to her, Cindy. You’re 
a mess. It would be bad if Mrs. Adams 
would come home and find you looking 
like that.” 

I thought she was going to say no, but 
she let me take the baby after a minute or 
two, and I put her in her crib. Right away 
she settled down with the bottle, which was 
what she’d been wanting all the time. I'd 
known that, and so had Cindy. But I 
hadn’t given her a chance to give it to the 
baby. 

So it was easy, a little after Cindy had 
gone home, to stop at the Adams’ and 
watch the two little girls playing on the 
porch while Mrs. Adams read the paper. 

“Did Gail finally quit crying?” I asked. 
“T stopped by this afternoon, when I heard 
her crying so. I never saw her cry so much. 
Of course, Cindy isn’t very good with 
babies—she never knows what to do with 
them when they cry. I tried to tell her Gail 
was just wet and hungry. She wouldn’t 
listen, though. I had to get the bottle and 
give it to Gail myself to prove I knew what 
was wrong. She thought she was just cry- 
ing for you.” 

I squatted down by the two little girls, 
smoothing Gail’s hair back. “We knew 
what was wrong, didn’t we, Sugar? I just 
couldn’t stand to hear her cry like that,” I 
told Mrs. Adams, innocently. “I didn’t 
mean to intrude when Cindy was sitting 
with them—but I love them so I just had 
to make her understand what was wrong.” 

That did it. Next time Mrs. Adams went 
some place, she called me. 

It worked with the others, too. If the 
child was older, I had stopped to help 
when the child got hurt, or frightened, or 
couldn’t make Cindy hear over the radio 
or record player. 

Not that I particularly liked some of the 
children. Most of them were brats. But I 
liked the money, and I loved getting the 
work away from Cindy, and tearing her 
down in the process, 

Some of the children became my help- 
ers, though they didn’t know it. I would 
promise them a candy bar, if they’d ask 
their mother to call me to sit with them. 
Or I’d promise to take them to the play- 


| ground three blocks away. 


If what I was doing bothered Cindy, she | 
didn’t let on, which took a lot of the fuy | 
out of it. She just went her way, and got | 
other baby sitting jobs farther away foo | 
home. She stayed as friendly and pleasant | 
as ever, and that fed my hate even more, 
She should have gotten mad, and said 
something. or done something, so I could 
gloat over beating her. 

Only that wasn’t Cindy’s way. 

HEN CINDY had a date with one of 

the older boys on the street, Bill Baker, 
who was seventeen, and would be a senior 
in the fall. We’d played cops and robbers 
with Bill two years before. But now he 
seemed different, and all summer long we'd 
all sort of dreamed about him, feeling a 
shyness we'd never felt before. 

All of us except Cindy, that is. Cindy 
was just like she’d always been. She'd 
wave at Bill, stop to talk to him about his 
jalopy. or about the grass he was cutting. 
or even about the weather or a baseball 
game. No shyness there. or, to be abso- 
lutely fair, no flirting, either. 

But there it was again. I’d hoped al | 
summer that Bill would ask me for a date, | 
and one night late in August he stopped | 
across the street and first thing I knew 
he and Cindy were driving away in his 
purple jalopy. To a dance, too. 

I set out to break that up. It took quite 
a while, and a lot of underhanded work. 
like stopping to talk to Bill whenever | 
could, and always mentioning something | 
Cindy had said. Reluctantly, of course, but 
still mentioning it. It was a lot harder than 
getting the baby sitting jobs away from 
her, but I finally made it. Bill asked me 
to the homecoming football game and the 
dance afterwards. 

I'd been so set on getting Bill away from 
Cindy that I'd slipped up on something 
else—the nominations for homecoming 
queen. The girls in each class who sold the 
most season tickets were the nominees, and 
one from each class was elected, then the 
whole school chose one of the four. 

While I'd been concentrating on winning 
Bill, Cindy had been concentrating on sell- 
ing tickets and she led the class by a mile. 
She breezed right on through the elections, 
too, and she was the homecoming queen. 

That took a lot of the joy out of my 
triumph with Bill. When I heard who she 
was going with, the rest of it went dead. 
She was going with Jim Jones, whose 
mother had taught us dancing, and who 
was making quite a name for himself in 
his first year at the state university: on 
the dean’s list, on the frosh football team, 
head of the dramatics club—carrying on 
where he'd left off in high school as one 
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of the ten most outstanding graduates. 

“How come he asked you?” I couldn't 
help asking when Cindy told me. 

She shrugged. “Jim and I have always 
been good friends. He asked me to go with 
him last spring, but I thought he was too 
old. It’s different when you’re a junior, 
though. Going with a boy two years older 
is all right. then.” 

We'd both had our sixteenth birthdays, 
by then, but I didn’t feel so very much 
different than I had the year before. Bill 
was a senior and that seemed old enough 
to me. But it didn’t seem as exciting and 
glamorous as it had before I knew Cindy 
would be queen, and would have a college 
boy for her date. 

Bill and I had fun at the dance, though. 
The group we were with wasn’t the one I 
was used to being with. and I was sort of 
awed. All the boys smoked, and most of 
the girls. I thought maybe they’d make fun 
of me because I didn’t. but nothing was 
said. Some of them had more to drink than 
punch, too, but since Bill didn’t. 1 wasn’t 
expected to. It was that kind of crowd— 
you did whatever you wanted to and no one 
criticized you for it. None of that monkey 
copying business. 

I didn’t like the racing on the way home, 
though. I was scared of racing, but I kept 
still and we got home all right. But I wasn’t 
so anxious to have another date with Bill. 

I did. though, and it got to be a sort of 
pattern. Jim went back to college. and 
even though Cindy was wearing his new 
fraternity pin. she went with other 
and that was the way Jim wanted it. 
went mostly with Harry Tucker. a senior 
and one of Bill’s best friends, and with 
two other couples we sort of made our 
own group. 

During the holidays, when Jim was 
home, Cindy just went with him, though. 
I was jealous all over again. Jim belong- 
ed to so many things, and they went to all 
the most exciting parties and dances. 
Cindy had three new formals, and they 
made my one and only seem pretty for- 
Jorn. 

“T just have to have a new formal for 
the New Year’s dance. Mom,” I insisted. 
“After all, I've worn this one just every 
place for a year.” 

“I wanted to get you one for Christmas,” 
she pointed out. “But you had to have 
those sweaters and that camera.” 

“If Cindy can have three new ones, I 
sure ought to get one.” I said. “After all, 
one formal isn’t much to ask.” 

“If you had as many relatives as Cindy, 


boys 
She 


and they were as generous, you could have 
three, too,” “T’ll see what 
I can do.” 

What I wanted was a really exciting 
one, one that would make Cindy’s take a 
hack seat. What I got was pretty, but 
nothing outstanding: red and white, strap- 
less but more concealing than some that 
had straps. Bill admired it, and I knew it 
looked good on me. But it didn’t do for 
me what Cindy’s yellow one did for her. 


she shrugged. 





ALL CHOKED UP 


WITH A COLD? 


New Medical Research proves you get 
extra- fast relief this | ee tested way! 





Do you suffer from 
aches, pains, fever, wa- 
tery eyes, sore throat, 
tight chest, loss of sleep, 
or any other cf the tor- 
ments due to flu, or the 
common cold? If so, do 
as your mother and 
your grandmother did. 
Trust the reliable, time-tested effective- 
ness of 666, the cold remedy depended 
upon for three generations by thousands 
of families throughout the U. S. 


HERE’S THE REASON WHY 
666 is the broad-activity, multiple- 
ingredient medicine that brings you 
swift, positive relief from all distress- 
ing cold symptoms... frequently in 
a few hours. In spite of all medical 
research, there is no product on the 
market today that is superior to 666 in 
relieving the discomforts of the com- 
mon cold... because 666 liquid or tab- 
lets has more of what it takes to throw off 





She Once Had 


THIN LEGS! 


Now Has Fuller Calves, Shapely 
Thighs, Hips and Ankles 


—Miss M. G., Brevard, N. C. 





colds symptoms fast.’ 
Always keep 666 in 
your medicine cabinet. 
To be trusted and 
proven by three gener- 
ations, 666 must be 
good! 

GUARANTEED. So start 
taking 666 for your cold 
. .. mow. The makers of 666 are so sure 
that 666 will work, they make this uncon- 
ditional guarantee . . . You’ve got to be 
satisfied . . . or your money back! 


Fast-Acting. 666 starts 
working instantly . .. the 
moment you swallow the 
first dose. In minutes, the 
active ingredients start 
working in your body for 
extra-fast relief. 

Famous 666 cold medicine comes in two 
ways ... liquid or tablets. Same fast re- 
lief in both . . . so suit yourself, but try 
666 today. 























HOW ‘'AROUND-THE-CLOCK"' GLAMOUR LEGS 
HELP Do! 


S EVERYTHING YOU 
Stronger shapely legs hel 


ou 
@ DANCE GRACEFULLY @ WORK ON FEET with LESS FATIGUE 
© IMPROVE YOUR FAVORITE SPORT—swim, bowl, play tennis 


with more ease and form. 
@ WALK, STAND WITH POISE 








| BEFORE 
skinny legs are de- 
veloped, you are self- 
conscious and the 
boys never give you 
a second glance, 








In Many Cases, Doctors Advise Use of This Technique! 


Men are al- 
ways attracted by shapely appealing legs. Skinny legs rob the rest of 
of attractiveness! Give yourself a chance to look good in 
the latest fashions of higher skirts, bathing suits, shorts, etc. Now 
at last you too can try to help yourself, improve unde rdeveloped legs, 
due to normal causes, and fill out any part of your +o you wish . 


Stop being self-conscious about your scrawny, bony legs! 


your figure 


toothpick wag . stringbean calves . . 
thighs... aight-line unfeminine hip 
+ + as cena wo ymen have 


. bony knee 


SEE HOW THIS TECHNIQUE HELPED 
JUST A FEW OF THE MANY OTHERS! 


Td 


LEGS LOOK 
BETTER AND 
DON'T GET TIRED 

AS QUICKLY ~ 


**Modern Methods 
has done wonders 
for me. It makes 
my legs look bet- 
ter and not get _ : 
tired as quickly as BEFORE 
they did before."* 





AFTER 
—Mrs. T. H., Ft. Worth, Texas 


. or your legs all over 
»y followin this new scientific method. 


AFTER 


——-~~ 
Look at the ee 4 
curves of her 
now. She couldn’t be 
lieve the difference 
crawny herself. 





TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


Lett authority on legs with years of experience offers 
you this tested and proven scientific course—only fifteen 
minutes a day—in the privacy of your home! Contains step- 
by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg technique with 
simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, improving skin 
color and circulation of legs: also normal causes of skinny 
legs, plus leg measurement chart of each section of leg ac- 
cording to height and weight, From the very first 4 you 
may feel the exhilarating effects of this method. Health Cul- 
ture ask s well-known authority on legs to wee a 
series of articles on the fundamentals of this type of method. 
This magazine believed their readers should learn about this 
wonderful technique. 


FREE 


Pro 
—also packed with actual before and 
after photos of women nny obtained | 
remarkable results! Mailed in plain | 
wrapper ieee Locate Just send 
name and addre 
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"This make-up base helps my skin problem” 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
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most teen-agers, my skin gets 
nd I have trouble keeping my 
ip looking fresh. But now that 
Black and White Vanishing 
as a make-up base, I have no 
Make-up goes on smooth, 
and stays fresh looking.” 


Onlens HO 


Washington, D.C. 


® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
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HELP YOUR HEART FUND—HELP YOUR HEART 


It was sort of simple. fitted top and full, 
full skirt over scads of petticoats, and 
maybe it was the white orchid that Jim 
gave her that set it apart. Or maybe it 
was just Cindy. She always enjoyed every. 
much that it made _ her 
clothes seem special. 


thing so even 


We both tried out for the junior play, 


ene 5 











and as usual Cindy made one of the leads | 


and | got a small walk-on bit and the part 
of prompter for the second act. 

I sure was burned up over it. and Loy 
didn’t help things any. 

“For Pete’s sake. Becky!” she com. 
plained. “Why don’t you grow up and quit 
spending your life trying to do things bet- 
ter than Cindy? After all, she is a natural 
for that part. You got a part, and you'll 


get the same amount of credit she does, 


Why yelp?” 

“It just isn’t fair for one person to get 
everything that way.” I said. “Wish I had 
some influence. She sure must pull a lot 
of strings to get so many favors.” 

“IT don’t think Cindy has ever pulled a 
string in her life. She’s just good, that’s 
all.” Lou said. “Lessons are easy, so is 
everything else. For some people it’s like 
that. Take Emma and me. She can do 
chemistry with her eyes closed, just like 
she always did math and algebra and 
physics and Me—I'm still 
stumped half the time on seven times nine. 
But lm better in spelling than she is.” 

“Its not the same thing at all.” [ said, 
huffily. Lou just didn’t understand. After 
all. chemistry and one of the leads in the 
play were as far apart as the poles. 


geometry. 


T WAS ABOUT two weeks later that 

there was first talk about a new club. 
At first | didn’t pay much attention. There 
was too much talk about racing, and things 
like that. I'd taken drivers’ training the 
last semester of my soph year, like nearly 
all the others. I drove some, but not to 
like some did. Cindy drove more 
than I did. but her dad had bought another 
car so he could use one all the time and 
leave one for her or her mother. 

I'd tried to get Dad to do the same 
thing. but he wouldn’t. “You can ride to 
school with me. since we go about the same 
time.” he’d said. “Whenever your mother 
needs the car. she can take us. And you 
can drive it week-ends. and the like. We 
sure don’t need another car to pay insur- 


school 


ance and license fees on.” 

Bill mentioned the club again. next date 
“You want to join it. Becky?” he 
We'd been to a show. with Cindy 


we had. 
asked. 
and Harry, and were having hamburgers 
and shakes. at a drive in. 

“I'm not What's it going to be 
like?” 

“Tm Cindy said, definitely. “I 
don’t want to join it. Not if the initiation 


sure. 
sure.” 


is what they plan.” 

“Most of the plans are still in the talk- 
ing stage.” Harry said. “I doubt if it will 
be anything like what they say. Might be 
fun.” 
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“Might be dangerous. too,” Cindy snort- 
ed. “Anyone stupid enough to play ‘chick- 
en’ is stupid enough for anything. I say.” 

Right then. I decided I would join this 
club if I could. I'd beat Cindy, there. I'd 
heard of “chicken.” and I didn’t like it. 
But I didn’t think anyone in Clemens 
would ever play it. 


“What will they call it?” I asked Bill. 


“That’s still open. too. Most favored 
so far. Night Riders.” 

“Who will the first members be?” I 
wanted to know. 

Bill checked them off—most of them 


with names that carried a lot of weight in 


Clemens. A lot of weight around school. 
too. I'd be in good company, that was for 
sure. 

Cindy held off. She didn’t like the idea 
at all. 

Well. the club was formed and called 


the Night Riders. Same initiation too. We 
each had to do something daring. Bill and 
I had to steal six hub caps. each from a 
different car. and no car could be over 
two years old. 

There wasn’t anything so very exciting 
about those first meetings. We met at the 
school gym. with officers and all. Talked 
about cars. and other schools and other 
clubs and what we would do when sum- 
mer came. There was a lot of talk about 
racing. and first thing we knew. there’d be 
two or three races after each meeting. 
Bill and IT got in on a couple of them. I 
was scared stiff. but didn’t dare let on. 


There was no talk about “chicken.” 
though. and about six weeks after we got 


started. Cindy joined. with Harry. I didn’t 
mind too much. I'd been in from the 
first. so I'd beaten Cindy a little. anyhow. 
But I wasn’t on any committee. and right 
away she got on the planning committee. 

She drove her dad’s car in a couple of 
races, too. and everyone was real set on the 
way she drove. The boys said she handled 
a car like a man. always in control of it 
no matter how fast she went. 

Then the talk about “chicken” began. 
I remember the first time two of the mem- 
hers played it. There was this strip of 
secondary road. used a lot in the daytime 
as a short cut into town and out of it for 
farmers. school buses. and people going 
to the next town. Nights it was 
quiet. The through traffic stuck the 
main highway. and the farmers didn’t 
travel at night. any more than the buses 
and the others did. So it was the perfect 
place to play “chicken.” 

There shoulders 
sideroads. too. so we could all line up and 
watch. and call the one who “chickened.” 
I didn’t see the first one. The sight of 
those two sets of lights roaring towards 
each other was too much for me. I shut 
my eyes tight. 


pretty 
to 


were convenient and 


race, the week be- 
fore, but I sure wasn’t having any of this 
sort of thing. I think Bill felt the same 
way I did. but he never said anything. 
The committee on membership had 


I'd driven one in a 


up a code of merits, and playing “chick- 
was added to it. with high points all 
Just playing. counted a lot. Even 
someone who was _ playing. 


en” 
around. 


riding with 


counted. And if you didn’t chicken— 
brother. you were high man. Every three 


months all points would be counted. and 
the highest would get bars 
to add to the little car pins we’d adopted 
as pins. The points 
kept on a chart. and we could check them 
Right away Cindy got way 


ranking ones 


membership were 
each meeting. 
Being on the committee. coming 
with a of 
driving in a drag against one of the 
best drivers in the club—they all added up. 

I began to feel the old gnawing urge to 
beat her again. For a little while it hadn’t 
I was a Night Rider and she 


up there. 


up suggestion about a series 


races. 


been sO bad. 


wasn't. Now here she was. coming in late 
and going ahead. There was only one way 
I could ahead—*chicken.” 


the back seat of 
when he played 


with Bill in 
Howard’s 


| RODE 
Dave 


car 
“chicken” against Fred Groves, and _ it 
wasn’t too bad. Of course. I kept my eyes 


shut and my head on Bill’s shoulder. Then 
I rode with Bill against Greg Harper. right 
front seat. I kept my eyes shut that 
I picked up points but I was still 
it was getting close to 


in the 
time. too. 
behind Cindy and 
the three month time. 


I had to beat 


have more points than she did. 


had to at least 
None of 


Cindy. 


the girls were as high as the boys, but 
Cindy and three or four others were crowd- 
ing them. I was farther down, but if I 


“chicken” I'd be right up there, 
and if I won—I'd be ahead of Cindy. 

“T don’t think you should do it. Becky,” 
Bill advised. when I mentioned playing 
“chicken.” “You don’t even like dragging, 
and ‘chicken’ is I hate it myself. 
Won’t do it again unless I have to. And 
T sure don’t think you should try it.” 

“Tt’s the only way I can get more points 
than Cindy.” I told him. “If I play ‘chick- 

I'll have more.” 

“Not unless you win.” “T don’t 
see why it’s so important to you to have 
more Why should 
you play ‘chicken’ just because she does?’ 

It took a moment for that to soak 
“When is Cindy playing?” I asked. 

“Wednesday night. We could ride with 
them. and you’d get some points that way.” 

“Not enough.” I shook my head. “I'll 
just have to do Bill. It’s the only way 
I can beat her.” 

He shook his head. “I just don’t see why 


played 


worse. 


he said. 


points than she does. 


it’s so important. I wish they’d never 
started this point thing. It makes everyone 
too set on beating someone else. That 
could lead to trouble. Especially if they 
feel like you do about Cindy.” 

“I’ve just got to beat her.” I said. “You 


wouldn’t understand. T’ll play against her, 


and I won’t chicken, either.” 


Cindy said much the same thing Bill 
did. “I don’t think you should, Becky. 


You always seem sort of afraid of your car 
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you're racing. and ‘chicken’ can be 
you know.” 
I'm as good a driver as you are!” I 
ld her, snappily. Why did she always 
to rub it in? “Are you afraid to play 
th me?” 
Not for myself,” she said. “I can 
lle my car all the time. I was think- 
about you. What if you should freeze 
he wheel? It has happened.” 
I won’t freeze,” I told her. “And I 
t chicken, either. If you are afraid, 
ieone else will play.” 
[ll play you,” she sighed. “But don’t 
[ didn’t warn you.” 
I wanted to back out. I hated racing, 
i even more the thought of racing 
a road towards another car, waiting 
the other driver to “chicken” rather 
hit you head on. 
But I had to beat Cindy and as long as I 
ild keep my mind on that I could keep 
fear down. Even when I was ready to 
with Bill at my side, I kept my mind 
beating Cindy. and on making her 
en because that was the only way I 
| get more points. 
Then we got the signal and I was racing 
r down the road, towards that other 
f lights, willing her to “chicken,” 
» my hands to hold the wheel steady 
ould beat her. 
| Cindy was so right. I froze on that 
I couldn’t have pulled out, no mat- 
it, And just before we would hit 
Cindy pulled over, chickening out 
had done it. I’d beaten her! She’d 
ened and I hadn’t and for a moment 
ot that I had frozen on the wheel 


1 then it hit me. What if she hadn’t 
i out? 
lust then we heard it. That horrible 


ng, screaming crash followed by 
seemingly hours of silence that 
a car had crashed into something. 
Only this time it was over something— 
bank, into a creek bed, and it was 
car! 
yught I was going to be sick before 
id get the car stopped, and if Bill 
taken hold of the wheel, too, and 
| my foot off the gas, I don’t think 
d ever have stopped the car. I got 
d was sick there by the side of the 
while Bill sat there, his head in his 
if he were sick, too. Then he 
nder the wheel and I got in and we 
ick, 
were other cars there, then. Down 
e bank we could see the lights of 
’s car, shining at odd angles, one 
¢ up and the other off to the side a 
Bill went down, with some of the 
but I couldn’t. I stood there by the 
the railing, and after a while we 
the wailing of the ambulance. 
They put Cindy in the ambulance. I 
hat much. And I heard someone say 
d the hearse for the other one. Then 


ILL TOOK ME home, then. I came 

to crying, and I couldn’t stop and aft- 
er he’d told Mom and Dad what had hap- 
pened they called our doctor and he came 
out right away. He gave me a hypo and 
told Mom to keep me in bed the next day 
until he could see me. 

Waking up the next day was just about 
the hardest thing I ever did. I could hear 
that crash, and see those lights shining at 
such an odd angle, and all I could think 
of was Cindy. 

It had been Dave Howard with Cindy, 
president of the club and just about the 
fastest and best driver in the club. In a 
way he’d been lucky: he’d been thrown out 
of the car, into a tree, when they went 
over, and hadn’t known what hit him. 

But Cindy knew. Not right away. It was 
days before they’d even give her an even 
chance, then for weeks it was touch and 
go. She’d had almost a dozen bones brok- 
en, plus a severe concussion, a punctured 
lung, and severe shock that threatened to 
leave her in a constant coma. 





VARCH QUARREL 


The day is dark and we have said 

Some words whose angry meaning 
led 

To this chill silence by the fire 

While, outside. winds are rising 


higher. 


This dreary prospect, in and out, 
Would seem to put our love to 
rout; 
But swiftly sun comes out a while. 
And'I see April in your smile. 
—Louise Day 





Every time she did rouse up, she'd start 
fighting, as if she were still behind the 
wheel, still trying to pull over to keep 
from hitting me. 

“I’ve got to pull over. Dave!” she’d 
cry, struggling against her mother or the 
nurse, whoever was with her. “I’ve got to 
pull over. Becky is scared. I should have 
stopped her from doing it!” And she'd 
struggle with them until a hypo would take 
effect. 

The Night Riders club died along with 
Dave. Even if everyone in town, parents 
or not, hadn’t clamped down on it, we 
wouldn’t have gone on. We couldn’t have. 

The club died out, and I had more points 
than Cindy did, on the chart someone left 
hanging in the gym as a reminder. Dave's 
name was at the top. He’d had a hundred 
more points than his nearest competitor, 
most of them gained from chicken. 

I'd beaten Cindy all right. Not a little 
thing. I’d beaten her in something real 


big—something she had heen ahead in. 





I'd passed her, in points, and frozen or not 
I'd stuck to the middle of the road when 
she’d chickened out. 


And I would have given my life if I'd | 


lost. 


All my life, this had been what I’d want. | 


ed most: to beat Cindy, to do something 








better than she did, to do something she | 
' 


couldn’t. 

Well, I could do a lot of things. from 
now on that Cindy couldn’t. I could dance, 
and Cindy couldn’t even walk. I could go 
back to school, when it started next month. 
and Cindy could just go home from the 


hospital for a few days at a time. The | 


telephone company set up a 


two-way | 


phone, and when she was able she could | 


keep up on some of her lessons. 
But Cindy wouldn’t graduate with our 


class. It would take her at least an extra 
semester to make it, if not a full year. | 


And while the doctors say that she might 
walk someday. they don’t promise that she 
will. 

Cindy is 
Once she got over that awful fear every 
time she came out of her coma, she gradu- 
ally became her old self in thoughts, 
She didn’t blame me at all, and wouldn't 
let me blame myself. Not openly. 

“T should have talked you out of it. 
Becky.” She said. one day when they let 
me visit her, and I had to mention it. “Be- 
sides. it was a stupid game to play.” 

She couldn’t have made me listen. but 
I didn’t tell her that. I wouldn’t have 
listened because I was so full of envy and 
jealousy that all I could hear was that 
clamor to beat Cindy, one way or another. 

We go by Cindy’s and take her the gos- 
sip of the class, and do all we can to keep 
her posted on everything. It’s not a chore 
to go by, she makes our visits fun with her 
cheerful interest. her way of keeping the 
talk away from herself. 

There’s one other thing we’re trying to 
do. The old members of the Night Riders 
started it, and others joined in. Now near- 
ly every pupil in school puts a nickel of 
his lunch money into “Cindy’s Box.” 
which stands on the end of the counter. 

We’ve had cooked food sales and a 
couple of rummage sales and a _ benefit 
show. too. All the money we raise goes 
into Cindy’s Box and when there’s enough 
she’s going to have one of those cars with 
hand controls, and she can drive it even if 
she can’t walk and that way she can get 
to classes so she can graduate from high 
school, then go on to our local college to 
start learning to a be a teacher, which is 
what she always wanted to do. 

She didn’t plan to attend in a wheel 
chair, but knowing Cindy she'll never let 
the wheel chair control her. I even believe 
shell make it and walk again, one of these 
days. You just can’t beat a girl like Cindy 

. . and I had to learn it the hardest way 
in the world, by beating her. THE END 





determined to walk. though. | 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) 


That pert and lovely Diahann Car- 
roll has developed into an accomplished 
artist there is ne doubt. Diahann has her 
own combo; her arrangements are by Phil 
Moore; her gowns are French and Italian 
imports; she plays only the smartest of 
smart places; she gives her audiences 
everything she’s got (and she’s got 
plenty) ; and when Diahann sings you can 
hear a napkin drop. 


Biggest hit of the fabulous Nat Cole 
night club act is the fooling around he 
does with a bit called Mr. Cole Won't 
Rock ’n’ Roll during which he states dis- 
approval of the crazy beat. But Nat rocks 
and rolls hotter than any of the current 
teen-age shouters, gets carried away and 
even dances. It’s a gasser. 


Jazz pianist Eddie Beal spent quite 
a bit of time over at the MGM studios 
giving Archie Moore pointers on his songs 
for the Sam Goldwyn Jr. production of 
Adventures Of Huckleberry Finn. Old 
Arch not only makes his acting debut in 
the flick. he also sings several songs. 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 
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appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 


yr another. 
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The Hearts, femme rock ‘n roll 
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have had to temporarily cancel all book- 
ings until further notice. An automobile 
accident landed one of the teenage singers 
in Harlem Hospital with a severe back 
injury. 


Young Jerry Logan, lone Negro 
country and western singer, is on a Euro- 
pean personal appearance tour for the first 
time. Ruthie Logan, a pretty nurse of the 
same name, who was no relation until their 
recent wedding, went along to make it a 
honeymoon trip. 


Decea Records newest artist has a 
sensational background and they’re not 
trying to hide it. He is Johnny Bragg. an 
ex-con who, while in prison, sang with a 
group known as The Prisonaires and who 
also wrote the Johnnie Ray hit Just Walk- 
ing In The Rain. Bragg is a good example 
of rehabilitation. 


The “Queen” must surely get a kick 
out of this. After 15 years as a pro, Dinah 
Washington is hailed as “promising new 
singer” in one of those many disc jockey 
polls, 


with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 

always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 
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I Needed Her 


Man 


(Continued from Page 27) 


e girls.” as he picked up his lunch 


vent right to her bedroom to dress 
th a simple. “Bye now.” she left the 
alf an hour later as usual. 

was awake by then and I dressed 

id carried him to the kitchen. See- 
bright eyes and sweet smile when 
ke always made burden seem 
for awhile. and then I’d think what 


that he had no daddy to toss him. 


my 


idle him. or beam happily when he 
his cereal. 
on had been cheated. He needed a 
children. and his had 
ken away. I was thankful that Den- 
too little to miss his daddy. All he 
that his father kissed him good- 
morning when he left for work 
er came back. He couldn’t know 
ie fateful phone call telling me that 
ad fallen fifty feet off a tank. about 
weeks that he lingered between 
| death. and then the tragic end 
regained consciousness for a short 


like other 


id then slipped from us forever. 
ear-old baby could know nothing of 
thank God. 

orning I had one ear cocked for 
e as I went about my work. Kay 
ver complain that I didn’t pull my 
round the house. It was my nature 
neat housekeeper and Kay seemed 
that. She 
e it was to come home to a spot- 
ise after working all day. She had 


reciate often remarked 


lreaded facing housework before. 
ked as a receptionist at a med- 
linic, and I was always awed by her 
professional manner. Somehow. 
felt clumsy and helpless when I 
und her. 


( alled 


out meeting me after work?” he 


during his lunch’ hour. 


rhere’s a bar just a block from 
Wait for me there.” 

art sang as I bathed Denny and 

his 


dow n tor 


nap. Everything 
all right now I was sure. Steve 
ow what I should do. He wouldn't 


orce me to leave—not yot. 


Denny safe in his crib I bathed 


sed leisurely. It had been weeks 
rad given a thought to my appear- 
d I was relieved to find that my 
curled enough to form a golden 
thin face. High cheek 
id a drawn look are stylish this 
I took special 
ith my make-up, and considerable 


My 


it was as if 


ound my 


onsoled myself. 


iding what clothes to wear. 
of tingled excitedly 
akening after a long. deep sleep. 


1 date, | reminded myself. Let’s 


don’t go overboard now. But could I help 
it if | had just realized that T was alive? 


V HEN Mrs. Collins. the neighbor T had 
called in to sit with Denny. arrived. 
she exclaimed in surprise when she saw 
me: “Why. Jean. you look lovely. [ hardly 
recognize you. It’s good to see you with a 
sparkle in your eyes!” 

IT smiled shyly. “Thank 
lins. Now I won’t be gone long. 
if Kay comes home before I do. you can 
leave. She'll look after Denny.” Waving 
gaily. I hurried out the door. 

I drove my car and it seemed good to 


Mrs. Col- 


However. 


vou 


be part of the busy crowd—even a traffic 
jam was fun. 

When Steve came in the bar. T was sit- 
ting in a far booth sipping on my second 
martini. He slid wearily into the seat op- 
posite me. “Hi. Jean. ’'m glad you came.” 
he greeted me. 

“Steve, I had to talk to you 
night.” My eyes searched his face anxious- 
ly. He looked so unhappy it my 
heart ache for him. 

Steve sighed. “You heard the fight last 
night of course? God. Jean, I’m sorry.” 
His hand reached out and covered mine. I 
turned my palm upward and my fingers 
curled around his. I squeezed hard. Our 
eyes met in a long look. and something 


about last 


made 


electric seemed to hang there in the air 
between us. 

“Let’s 
was husky. 

We left my car near the bar and drove 
in Steve’s up into the hills and parked 
where look the 
Lights were flitting on now and it seemed 


get out of here.” Steve's voice 


we could out over city. 
like we were hanging in space with a car- 
pet of stars below us. We started to talk. 
then—I don’t know how it happened—TI 
was snuggled against Steve. my head on 
his shoulder. his arm was around me. 

“What will IT do Steve?” T whimpered. 
“Where will I go?” 

Steve’s hand trembling. pressed my chin 
tipping my face up. My lips burned, wait- 
ing—then he kissed me! I was soaring in 
space then. Never had I known a more 
passionate. pure sex desire. than that one 
kiss aroused. Now there was more than 
the one kiss. it was four and five until they 
were countless—and anyway it didn't 
matter. 

Our lovemaking was animal-like, primi- 
tive. There was no tenderness. no sweet- 
ness. no love. It was man and woman de- 
vouring each other. 

I was a lonely, lost woman. reaching 
for someone to cling to. to 


And 


Steve was the man. recognizing my need. 


desperately 
give love to and to take love from. 


and giving in to a new desire he perhaps 
had never known before. We were neither 
friends nor lovers. but two souls reaching 
out to each other in the murky void of 
time... 


T WAS AFTER MIDNIGHT when | 
drove into the driveway. We had agreed 
that I should go in first. and then in half 





an hour Steve would come home. T douhy | 


if either of us thought we would fool Kay 
by our simple strategy. but for appear. 
ances we gave it a try. 

Kay was curled up on the divan with a 
blanket and pillow. wide awake. Her eyes 
were dry, although her face was flushed, 
and her mouth was set in a straight line. | 
should have felt remorse at the sight of her 
waiting there worried and hurt. but | 
didn’t—only scorn. We stared at 
other. There was no scene—knowing Kay 
I didn’t expect one. She just rose slow) 
and in a voice cold as the grave command. 


each | 


ed. “Be out of my house when I come home | 


from work—you, your child. and all vour 
belongings. Out!” 

I gave her a long look. then with head 
high I sailed out of the room. 

Closing the bedroom door behind me. | 
quickly checked Denny. He was sleeping 
peacefully. I dropped wearily on the bed. 
Dimly I was aware of Steve coming home. 
of muted voices. I heard Steve say. “T'll 
leave tomorrow too.” and Kay answered 
coldly. “Do as you please.” 

IT had won! Thad my man! But it was a 
hittersweet victory—I couldn’t kid myself 
any longer. Sure. Steve would leave with 
me—leave his wife and home—not from 
choice, but because he had wronged his 
wife and soiled his friend’s memory. It 
was my fault. all of it. I had led him on. 
The fact that I hadn’t realized the terrible 
consequences of my helplessness was no 
excuse, I could see that now. 

What 
and I find together? He would soon grow 
to hate me for his betrayal of his wife. and 
in time I would despise the weakness in 
him that permitted it to happen. To m 
sorrow I realized that in gaining Steve as 
a lover I had lost him as a friend—a won- 
derful friend. Passion 
strong enough to hold 
would also take love. mutual respect. and 
offer Steve 


possible happiness could Steve 


wasn’t a_ bond 


us together. It 
unselfishness—and I could 
none of those. 

Denny cried out in his sleep and I seur- 
ried to the crib and patted him until he 
quieted. My baby! What a_ helpless. 
thoughtless mother he had! Wailing be- 
cause he didn’t have his daddy to care for 
him anymore, and never once thinking that 
his mother could do the job. Of course a 
child needs a mother and a father just like 
we need our two legs. However, if we are 
unfortunate, and lose one of them. we cat 
manage quite well with the remaining one. 

I needed help desperately now, but this 
time I knew where to get it. where I should 
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have asked before. In humbleness, and 
abject repentance. I knelt beside the bed. 


hands clasped. “Dear God—” I began. 


HE FIRST SOUND I heard in the 
lca was Kay in the bathroom retch- 
ing. With a start I remembered that she 
had been doing that for several mornings 
now. She’s pregnant, I thought guiltily. | 
wonder if she knows? How well I knew 
the unpleasantness of morning sickness. 
Poor kid. she really needed Steve 
Mavbe she always had. I wonder 
never thought of that before? Just because 
she was able to do for herself. make deci- 
sions, and run a busy office was no reason 
whv she didn’t need her husband. Be- 
sides who was I[ to decide? 

Hoping there was truth in the belief 
that. it’s never too late to make amends, | 
waited until I knew both Steve and Kay 
were in the kitchen. then I joined them. 
Two pairs of dull. weary eyes looked up. 
then looked away. 

“I'm leaving today—I should have gone 
weeks ago.” I told them. “Kay. I hope 
you will believe me when [I say I’m sorry 
for the trouble I’ve caused.” 

Kay looked up in surprise. nodded brief- 
ly. then looked away. 

“Tm leaving too.” Steve said flatly. “Tl 


now. 
why | 


help you Jean.” 

“Thanks. but I don’t need any help. I 
can manage very well.” Now it was Steve 
who looked surprised. “I hope you will 
change your mind, about leaving. 
You and Kay have something very wonder- 
ful. something worth holding onto anyway 
They were both looking at me 
light in their eyes. I 
“Please. Kay. for- 


I think vou 


Steve. 


you can.” 
now with a new 
hoped it was respect. 
hurting 
= he didn’t mean it.” 

Kay bit her lip. and there were tears in 
her eyes. Steve reached out for her hand. 
“Thanks again.” I went on. “for 
thing. You’ve been wonderful friends 
but I can take care of Denny and myself 
now.” I left the room hurriedly before I 
choked up. 

That was two years ago. 


give Steve for vou. 


every- 


Today I can 
look back with scorn at the girl I was then 
—so full of fear. so dependent on others. 
Perhaps 1 wasn’t entirely to blame. My 
parents, brothers. Eddie and Steve 
all had a share in babying me. but T had 
failed them by not growing up and being 


even 


made strong by their love. 

Now I have a job in an aircraft plant. 
I took the night shift so I could be with 
Denny all day. Last night 
gaged to a wonderful man. Jay works 
the plant too. and I’ve known him ever 
since I went to work there two years ago. 
It wasn’t love at first sight for Jay and I. 
This time I had to 
And I didn’t fall love with Jay because 
he could take care of me. Last night Jay 
said, one of the things 


I became en- 


earn my man’s love. 


“You know honey. 
that first attracted me to you was your in- 
dependence.” That 


anyone had ever 


was the nicest thing 


THE END 


said to me! 






[il Set You Up Ina 
MONEY-MAKING 
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Try a few drops of FLAMING DE- 
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will give you that wonderful feeling 
all over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 
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Pushover 


(Continued from Page 31) 


ening. Bob?” she asked. 
I wouldn't.” I said, looking around 
leasure at the thought of being alone 


prepare dinner, and then we can 
television, or talk.” she said. 

luring dinner, she was unusually 
\fterwards, when we were all 
in front of the TV set, I began to 
what was wrong. This didn’t seem 
bubbly, happy Maryann I knew, 

sund something to laugh about in 


lini. 


it’s the matter, Maryann?” I asked 


ome concern. “You act like you've 


ir best friend!” 
ss I wasn’t coming through very 

because, instead of cheering up, she 
away from me, dejectedly. 

‘ll hate me. Bob.” she whispered. 

you W il hae 

k. I’m sure it’s not as bad as that,” 
putting my arm around her shoul- 

What is it?” 

she began. stammering. 
cht when we went to the city— 
re—I’m going to have a baby!” 
it finally got through to me. what 

1 said. I felt like—I don’t know. 
sort of like someone had hit me 

tomach with a lead weight. Then it 
n up and exploded in my brain. 


it’s 


ght of school. I thought of Elaine. 


st of all, IT remembered I hadn’t 
o be serious with Maryann. 

I asked dully. 

Bob.” she answered, and I could 
pain and misery. and that I was 
One minute I hated her 
the next minute 
ry for her a little. I guess. I sure 
I’d never said I did. 


9° 
you sure 4 


{t worse. 
ng me into this; 
love her. 
ire you going to do?” I asked. 
bitten my 
ff because that really turned it on. 


nediately could have 
ted crying, tearing sobs like she 
ng all to pieces. 

t am / going to do?” she gulped. 


We'll go to 


we'll dance, we'll make love. 


always ‘we’ before. 


what are you going to do?’ Oh, 
could you? I don’t know. I just 


if she’d been angry, or threat- 
[ would have fought back, or 
valked off and left her. But I 
self trying to comfort her. telling 
to worry, saying that we'd get 
[ was appalled at my own self. 
n seemed happy, but she was 
ed about my going to school, and 
I think it was I who 
trying to persuade her that we 
Man’s world? Hah! 


i manage. 


married. 


*O HERE I WAS—the wrong place. the 
wrong time, the wrong girl. I felt a 
soft hand my arm, and was jerked 
abruptly back to the present. I turned to 
see Maryann, very pretty in a light blue 
suit and something all fluffy and flowery on 
her head. Men aren’t supposed to ery, but 
I felt like doing something pretty close to 
it. She was a very nice girl. It was just 
that I didn’t love her! 

“Come on,” she whispered. 
waiting for us.” 

We went into the living room, then, and 
the minister of her church—Reverend 
Gray, I think they said his name was— 
smiled and greeted us warmly. Still avoid- 
ing my mother’s eyes—my parents had 
been heartbroken about my marriage be- 
cause, naturally, they preferred Elaine— 
I stood beside Maryann and we said the 
words that ended all my hopes. For me. 
it wasn’t the beginning, it was the end. 

We had decided to stay with Maryann’s 
folks for a while until an apartment prom- 
ised us in the new housing development 
was available. Everything happened so 
fast I was just plain confused about the 
whole thing. I still didn’t know what I'd 
do about college. but under the circum- 
stances. I'd taken a job right away at the 
munitions plant just outside of town. 

Maryann tried hard to make us seem 
like happy young newlyweds. She was a 
good cook and always looked pretty and 
glad to see me when I came home in the 
evening. She’d stopped working right after 
we were married, as we both thought it 
best. Aunt Cora let us have the run of the 
place, and it was just like it was our own 
home. 

I hadn’t seen much of the old gang since 
coming home, and was surprised to find 
out that Bill Fletcher and Cecil Pettis had 
started working at the plant too. I had run 
into Bill, who worked in another section. 
the first week I was there. 

“Say. Bill.” I said, feeling 
about it all. “you know I—uh got married. 
and we'd sure like for you and Kay to 
stop by and see us sometime.” 

He looked so surprised I began to feel 
funny. 


on 


“They're 


a little silly 


“You got married. Bob?” he asked. 
“Who—?” 


“Why. Maryann, of course.” I answered. 

“Maryann Rogers?” he asked unneces- 
sarily. because Maryann was the only 
Maryann there was. 

“Why. yes.” I said, beginning to wonder 
why he was acting so strangely. “What's 
the matter?” 

“Nothing. nothing, Bob,” he said, smil- 
ing quickly and shaking my hand, “Con- 
gratulations! Just came as sort of a sur- 
prise. I always thought—I mean, why sure. 
Kay and Ill be glad to come over soon.” 


We talked for a few more minutes. by 
1 had the feeling there was something 
wrong. and that he was anxious to ge 
away. After that, I didn’t make any ef. 
fort to see him, and we never followed wp 





on the invitation. To me, it seemed like he 
was snubbing Maryann, and after all, she | 
was my wife. 

NE AFTERNOON, several days later, | 

when I came home from the plant q | 
little earlier than usual, one of Maryann’: 
friends from her old job was there visiting. 
[ walked into a kitchen full of giggles and 
girl chatter, both of them sounding as jf 
they were talking at the same time. I knew 
Julia slightly and, after greeting them both 
and extracting a can of beer from the con. 
fusion in the refrigerator, was quietly 
withdrawing so that I'd interrupt neither | 
the dinner preparations nor their conver. 
I really hadn’t even listened. be. 
cause they were talking about dresses, or 
clothes, or some kind of guff like that. 
and they really are so pretty this sea- 
son,” Maryann was agreeing. 

“Well. I don’t see why you don’t start 
wearing maternity dresses. then,” Julia 
“After all, you’re almost five 
months. and even though you don’t—look 

like—” 

Julia stopped in mid-sentence. I stopped 
in mid step, the cold can of beer in my 
hand suddenly seeming the only thing 
to hold onto. I turned slowly to look at 
beth Maryann and Julia. 

“But she isn’t—” I'd started to say. but 
the stricken look on Julia’s face. and the 
plain terror on Maryann’s made me know 
that I didn’t have to go any further. 

“Gee, Maryann.” Julia stammered un- 
happily, “I’m s-sorry. I didn’t think. | 
forgot. I—oh, my goodness!” 

Nobody answered her. Maryann and | 
both were like carved out of stone. 

“I'd better go,” Julia said, grabbing her 
purse and literally running out of the 
kitchen. 

For a long time neither one of us moved. 
Maryann looked like she would die. Me, I 
fervently wished that she would. I had 
only been back in town about three months. 
If Maryann was four or five months preg: 
nant It all seemed to fall into place. 
then; the quick way she actually fell right 
into my arms, Bill Fletcher’s attitude—did 
know? Then there was her secrecy 
about the doctor’s visits, and the strict 
diet. I remembered the big act she’d put 
on when she first told me. That was all it 
was, just an act! How long did she think 
she could fool me? Well, one thing was 
certain, she’d fooled me long enough! 

“Tt’s true, isn’t it?” I ground out, not 
trusting myself. 

“Yes,” she whispered. 

I wanted to ask her who, it was, who was 
laughing at me right now. I wanted to 
choke it out of her and never stop choking. 
She had done this to me! Of course, it was 
fault. The minute Elaine was 
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away. | was snatching at whatever came by 
first. 

I couldn’t trust myself to say another 
word to her, or to stay in the kitchen an- 
other minute. I walked straight out of the 
house to my car, not even realizing I was 
still holding the can of beer. I set it gent- 
ly. carefully, down on the sidewalk, and 
getting into the car, just drove on off, 
anywhere. Where was there to go? I 
was already at the end, the worst way. 


ages LATER, I found myself on 

the highway out of town, on the road 
that led to State U. It was only a couple of 
hours drive from Carson City, and I sud- 
denly wanted to see Elaine more than any- 
thing else in the world. I pushed every- 
thing else out of my mind, and pressed 
down on the accelerator about as far as 
she’d go. 

Soon, I was driving through the old col- 
lege town. following the signs toward the 
I had been on the campus once 


campus. 
before. but it seemed different, now. I in- 
quired the way to Diggs Hall, Elaine’s 


dormitory. and as I came closer to the dor- 
I began to wonder what I was go- 
ing to say. I'd started out in the heat of 
anger. I couldn’t very well just walk up 
to her and say I’d made a fool of myself, 
although it'd be the truth, and a good way 
to start. 

It was late. and all the students were in- 
side the dormitories. When I asked at the 
matron’s desk for Elaine. I was told that 
she could be found in the social room. to 
which the matron directed me. with a look 
of frank curiosity on her face. [I don’t 
know why I was surprised to find Elaine 
entertaining a fellow. but I was. Needless 
to say. she was surprised to see but 
she recovered quickly. 

“Hello. Bob,” she said. 
surprise.” 

Then she turned to her guest. 
have been the football player she’d written 
me about, from the size of him. 


mitory. 


me. 
“this is quite a 


who must 


“Pearson.” she said. “this is Bob Man- 
ning. a homey of mine. Bob. Curt Pear- 


son. 

We acknowledged the introduction. then 
everybody just stood there. I realized it 
was my move next, and everybody in the 
social room was looking at me. For the 
first time I thought of my appearance. I'd 
come straight from work, and still had on 
slacks and corduroy jacket. and was dusty 
from the road. 

“Elaine.” I said urgently. “I’ve got to 
talk to you. It’s very important.” 

Pearson turned. smiling. to Elaine. say- 

. *Tll run along, Elaine.” 

“No, wait,” she said, flashing him a be- 
seeching look I couldn’t miss. 
to finish the plans for the meeting this 


“we've got 


evening. Can’t you wait?” Then to me 
she said. “Bob, you understand, don’t 
you?” 

“eo . . 

Sure,” I said dryly. 


We walked over to a corner table and 
sat down. 


Bob,” Elaine said, 
questioningly. “Mother wrote me that you 
and Maryann are married. I’ve not had a 
chance to congratulate you. I hope you'll 
be very happy.’ 

“[’m not,” I burst out. talking too loud 
and too fast, “and I won’t be. It was all a 
mistake, Elaine. I was the biggest fool in 
the world. We're separating. and I just 
wanted to see you—to tell you—to find out 
if there was still any chance for me.” 

I knew, even as I talked. 
use. 

“Bob,” finally, 
tumbled all the words out, 


Like. 


“It’s good to see you, 


that it was no 


I'd 
“vou do things 
suddenly getting mar- 


she said, when 


so suddenly. 


ried, suddenly you’re ending it—and now 
coming to me here. like this. You’re still 


married, Bob! I couldn’t promise 
anything. even if I had any feelings toward 
you, and I don’t have the right to have any 
I’m sorry, but you asked 


you 


feelings for you. 
for it straight.” 

“You in love with him?” I asked. jerk- 
ing my head toward her football player, 
who was talking to another couple. 


“Pearson?” she smiled. that cool, supe- 


roir smile. “Oh. we’ve just met this se- 
mester. He is a very nice person.” 

“Yeah.” I said. “so he seems.” 

I was beginning to feel like a loud 
rock ’n’ roll record turned loose in church. 
Elaine asked a few questions about home 
and family. hers and mine. and then I 


stood up to go. 


I said long’ Pearson and Elaine 
and, as I left them standing there. I won- 
dered why I didn’t feel more hurt, why I 
felt an odd, light sensation of relief. 
Elaine had been a dream for me, for so 
long: now. suddenly. I’d been completely 
released from that dream, and it didn’t 


It certainly didn’t hurt as 
bad as the other. During the drive back 
home. I felt almost happy. as if a weight 
had dropped off my shoulders. I tried to 
think of my future, refusing at all to think 
of Maryann. I'd re-enlist in the Army. I 
Divorcee—I couldn’t bring my 


hurt too much! 


supposed. 


mind to it but. then, I couldn't imagine 
staying with her. either. 


A: S THE LIGHTS of Carson City loomed 
“% ahead, I realized I hadn’t eaten dinner, 
I stopped at a 
the 


and was absolutely starved. 
a steak, 
Tomorrow 


drive-in for then headed for 
har. I'd have to do 
decide something. Not tonight. 
After a couple of drinks, things 
didn’t seem so bad. And I figured if 

coupla drinks made me feel a little better, 


nearest 
something. 
tomorrow. 


a few more would make me feel a lot bet- 


ter. So, into the next bar. and so on, 
weaving my way closer to home—no. not 


Maryann’s home. that’s what it was. 
Her home. her—I slammed 
the glass down on the counter. 


home; 
her marriage. 
Back outside again, it was just a few 
blocks to Maryann’s, and as I drove up in 
front of the house, even in my drunken 
state, I saw there was something wrong. 
All the lights were on, the front door wide 
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is a sign of lack of education to 
others. A command of effective 
English makes you more forceful, 
confident opens up greater 
opportunities to you. 

Don't allow yourself to be embarrassed 
by mistakes in grammar, spelling, pro- 
nunciation, use of words. In just 15 minutes a day Sher- 
win Cody’s 100% Self-Correcting Invention can greatly 
improve your English. 
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How To Keep Your Husband Happy 


: Here are a few rules guaranteed to put the 


bloom back in that one big romance in your life 


“Whoso findeth a wife findeth a good thing.” declares the Book of Proverbs 
8, 22). High praise indeed, especially when you consider the source: the 
yings of King Solomon. who reputedly had a thousand wives! 
Though your husband may not have as many blessings to count as Solomon. 
i can make him feel like a king. Here are pointers from Ruth Hirshberg. 
ishion director of Kayser Lingerie which should guide you. 
|. Avoid too much togetherness. Bowling just isn’t up your alley—and 
ur husband is a devoted kegler? He doesn’t share your taste for concerts? 
Respect, don’t deplore, the different interests which give each of you indi- 
duality and lend spice to a marriage. Does he read the paper instead of 
Let him—even a brief trial of “conversation break- 
sts” may convince you that Man in the morning is a grumbly fellow indeed. 
But an absence of pin curls and the addition of a brand new peignoir ma) 
ert his eye from the headlines. 
Be selfish-creatively. Sacrificing all to your family is really the worst 


= form of selfishness. Insist that your children help you regularly with the 


VUUUURURUAA TE EAE EEN 


TL 


Sil 


usework:; you'll feel less frazzled and you'll be doing them a favor by 
\ilding their skills and initiative. Never feel guilty about spending a moder- 
amount of time and money on beautifying yourself. Set aside one hour 
the day which is yours alone: read, nap or do anything that refreshes you. 
Be a homemaker—not a housewife. Both you and your home will be 
e gracious if you learn the fine arts of running it. For instance: flower 
ranging. herb and wine cookery. Borrow time for these pleasant extras by 
eamlining routine chores: use those household hints you find in the papers. 
Cleanliness may he next to godliness. but don’t roast the poor devil if he drops 
or newspapers on the rug. 
|. Don’t ever call him Father or Dad. And gently dissuade him from calling 
Mother—at least till your diamond anniversary. Nothing blights romance 
effectively. 
Be worth your weight in gold—with silence. Avoid lengthy or frequent 
petition of any comment which is “only for his own good.” Nag? Never! 
6. Look feminine. Cropped hair may be easy to take care of, tweeds unde- 
iably smart and comfortable, but most men associate femininity with longish. 
ftly waved hair and silky materials. New fabrics like Kayonara, a nylon 
ue tricot with a silken touch—are oA so feminine. 
'o please both him and yourself, try matching sets of lingerie and sleep- 
ir. Like perfume, half the fun of buying lingerie is in the name. Kayser. 
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instance, has created the “Aurora,” “Fascination” and “Interlude” lines. 
Be feminine. The right clothing and fabrics can help you look the part. 
don’t forget to act it to the hilt. In public, steer the conversation to sub- 
ts on which hubby is an expert. Train the children to think he’s boss (but 
t by saying “Just wait till your father hears about this!”) Defer to him as 
n as possible on little issues—you’ll be more likely to get your own way 
eally important matters! 

Le prepared for emergencies. Extra cans of beef stew on the shelf and a 
ike in the freezer will save your aplomb, help you act like a peach when 
pper burns or That Man brings unexpected guests to dinner. Learn how to 

simple home repair jobs, if you don’t already know how. Another definite 
ust for any homemaker: the basics of first aid. Even if you never use most 
this knowledge, mere possession of it will add greatly to your serenity—a 
| attractive wifely quality. 
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open, but no one in sight. I jumped out of 
the car, and stumbled up the steps and ip. 
to the house. 
“Maryann!” I called. 
Where’s everybody?” 
There wasn’t anyone. It seemed kind of 
useless. but I called some more. yelling 
my head off. Nothing. Dejectedly. T sa 
down on the sofa in the living room. Here, 
I'd been dreading coming back to them, 
and I’d come back and they weren't here, 
Felt sort of funny. My head hurt. 
Suddenly the telephone. right at my 
elbow. shrilled loudly. not helping my 


“Aunt Cora! 


head at all. I grabbed it in a hurry. It | 


was Maryann’s Aunt Cora. 

“Bob. where have you been?” she cried 
when I answered. “I’ve been calling for 
hours.” 
thing, she rushed on. “Maryann’s had a 
terrible accident. She fell down the stairs, 
We're at the hospital. You'd better come 
right away.” 

She was crying, and IT could hardly un- 
derstand. but it was enough. and | don't 
think I ever got soberer quicker in my life. 

“Pll be there in a few minutes. Aunt 
Cora.” I said, hanging up and dashing for 





Before I had a chance to sav any. . 


the door. It seemed like I’d been driving | 
in nightmares all evening. and this one | 
was the worst. All the way to the hospital. | 


I prayed she wouldn’t die. T promised I | 


wouldn’t leave her. I promised [d_ love 
her—anything. just so she wouldn't die. 
Aunt Cora met me at the main entrance, 
her eyes red and swollen from erving. 

“How is she?” I asked. 

“She’s—they’ve just brought her hack to 
her room upstairs.” she said. “It’s a mi- 
racle she didn’t lose the baby in that fall 

a miracle!” 

“Can I see her?” T asked. 
Maryann all right?” 

“Dr. Warren said we should wait here.” 
she said. motioning me to follow her into 
the waiting room. “He'll let us know when 
we can see her.” 

She sat down, her head in her hands. 
“It’s my fault.” she said. and started cry- 
ing again. I looked up quickly—tere. I 
thought it was my fault! “I should've 
fixed the tread on those steps.” she con- 
tinued, “I saw where she must've tripped. 
If anything happens to Maryann and the 
baby, it'll be my fault.” 

“Please don’t.” I begged. “Maryann 
was upset, and probably was careless. You 


“Ts she—is 


mustn’t blame yourself.” 

T couldn’t see how she could’ve fallen on 
the stairs, even if the tread was loose at 
the side. as Aunt Cora said. We went up 
and down those stairs every day. She cer- 
tainly couldn’t have intentionally—I tried 
to push the thought out of my mind. but I 
kept remembering the look on Maryann’s 
face just before I left the house. 

Just then the doctor came to the door 
and beckoned to us. We went over to him, 
and he said we could see Maryann for 4 
few minutes. She’d been asking for me. 
We followed the doctor along the grey. 
lent corridors to the elevator, then upstairs 








iped out of 
eps and ip. 
unt Cora! 
ed kind of 
re. velling 
edly. T sat 
vom. Here, 
kK to them, 
rent here, 
rt. 

ht at my 
elping my 


hurry. It 


. she cried 
calling for 
fo Sav any- 


in’s had a | 


the stairs, 
etter come 
hardly un- 
nd 1 don't 
in my life. 
ites. Aunt 
ashing for 
en driving 


| this one | 


e hospital. 
rromised | 
1 I'd love 
uldn’t die. 
entrance, 
erving. 


er back to 
‘Tt’s a mi- 
1 that fall 


Is she—is 


vait here.” 
v her into 
now when 


er hands, 
arted cry: 
-—here. I 
should've 
she con- 
e tripped. 
n and the 


“Maryann 
pless. You 


fallen on 

loose at 
> went up 

She cer: 
»—TI tried 
ind. but | 
aryann’s 


the door 
er to him, 
ann for a 
x for me. 
> grey, s 
n upstairs 











She looked little 


to Maryann’s room. 
There was a wide 


in the hospital bed. 
bandage across her forehead. and her feet 
were elevated higher than her head. 
“Here he is. young lady.” Dr. Warren 
said cheerfully to Maryann. then. serious- 
ly to me: “And suppose you tell her. Bob. 
that she’s in no condition to go bouncing 
basketball. That was a 


close one, indeed.” 


around like a 
close one—a very 
He told us that Maryann should not be 
excited. that we could talk only a few 
minutes. then he left the room. Maryann 
had been smiling, weakly. while Dr. War- 
ren talked. Now. as soon as she and Aunt 
Cora had said a few affectionate and 
assuring words to each other. Maryann 
asked if she’d leave the two of us alone. 


s\ HEN THE DOOR closed behind Aunt 

Cora. Maryann turned her face toward 
the wall, then said. barely whispering. 
“Bob, there’s something I must tell you.” 

“Not now. Maryann.” I urged. “you 
mustn’t strain yourself now.” 

“T have to.” she insisted. “I want you to 
know. in case—in case anything happens 
tome. I should have told you before. but I 
was afraid I’d lose you.” 

I waited, then. because it seemed that. 
whatever she wanted to say, she’d be hap- 
pier when it was said. She was quiet for 
several moments. and | thought maybe 
she'd gone to sleep. 

“I did not know, Bob.” 
“You must believe me. I didn’t know. I 
never would have—married you. As much 
as I love you. I could never be dishonest 
with you.” 

“T know. Maryann.” 

“This summer.” 
they had the bathing beauty 
the pool. I entered because the girls at 
the factory thought IT had a good chance. 
Well. I began to listen to the promoters. 
I even thought I might have a chance to 


she said. finally. 


I said gently. 


she continued. “when 


contest at 


go to New York. or Hollywood. And 
everybody else was away at college. or do- 


ing something worthwhile. Then the man- 
ager of the contest—” 

She broke off. tears beginning to 
down her cheeks. 

“Please, Maryann.” 
yourself upset now. You don’t have to—” 

“But I want to, Bob,” she interrupted 
me, “I have to tell you. You see. the man- 
ager told me. the evening before the con- 
test, that he’d like to send some photos of 
me to his agency in New York. We went 
to his apartment. and he took the 
tures. Then, he gave me something to 
drink. I don’t know what it was. but it 
tasted strange. After that, everything was 
very vague. He was making love to me. 
and I knew it was wrong. but I was like 
in some dream. 

She was crying, now, and I didn’t know 
what to do. I knew she shouldn’t get ex- 
cited, but I couldn’t seem to stop her. 

“Of course,” 


roll 


“don’t get 


I begged. 


pic- 


I couldn’t do anything—” 


“T never heard 
anything from him, even though I placed 
second in the contest. I felt I'd been very 


she sobbed, 


Then. 


after so many years. 


foolish to even hope. when 
came back and finally. 
you seemed to realize I was alive. I was 
in heaven. But when I went to the doctor. 
and he told me how far my pregnancy had 
advanced, then I knew. and I wanted to 
I’d wanted to be such a good wife to 
you, but now—” 

“Tt’s all right. Maryann.” I said gently. 
“everything’s going to be all right.” Sud- 


“TH get Dr. 


you 


die. 


denly her face twisted in pain. 
Warren.” 

I hurried out to find Dr. Warren. He 
and Aunt Cora were right outside. and he 
came in quickly. “Be careful, 
lady,” he said to Maryann. 
to lose that baby.” 

“Maybe it'd be better if I did.” she 
mumbled, twisting her head from side to 
side, her face bathed in perspiration. 

“Maryann, no!” I cried, 
side of her bed. 

Dr. Warren was there first. though. 
a hypo. He smoothed the covers. 
tioned me to come forward. as she began 
to relax. I held her hand. saying her 
softly and trying to reassure her, and she 
was beginning to smile as she went to 
sleep. 

“She'll rest now.” Dr. 
we left the room. 

“Tl stay here. if she needs me.” 
Then to Aunt Cora, “Why don’t 
home and rest? I'll stay tonight. and per- 
haps you could come tomorrow.” 

Poor Aunt Cora was just about to go to 
pieces, anyway. She was so worried about 
Maryann, and I knew she didn’t under- 
stand what Maryann meant about wishing 
she’d lose the baby. Dr. Warren did. 
though. He had to. Perhaps Maryann had 
even told him when she realized, herself. 

After Aunt Cora had gone. he seemed 
to be trying to decide what to say 
Finally, “She needs your 
more than ever.” 

I knew he was asking me a question. in- 
directly. 

“She has it. Dr. Warren.” I said. “T 
never realized myself just how much. until 
now.” 

He looked at me with relief. and a new 
respect. It was now my turn 
indirect question. I still wondered if 
Maryann’s fall had been accidental or in- 
if she thought it would make me 


now, young 


“we don’t want 


rushing to the 


with 
and mo- 


name 


Warren said. as 
I said. 


you go 


to me. 
love now. Bob. 


to ask an 


tentional., 
happy to lose the baby. 


don’t see how she could have fallen 


down those steps.” I said. 

“Tt’s possible that she was extremely 
worried or about something.” Dr. 
Warren said carefully. 
careful. At any rate. we got her here in 
time. I believe she'll be all right. 
didn’t lose the baby. That’s the miracle. 
Now. Bob, you'll have to supply the sec- 
ond miracle.’ 

“T will, Dr. Warren.” I said. “ 

When our little girl was born, 
months later, Maryann and I were the hap- 
parents in the 
the miracle of our love. 


upset 
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and she 


I promise.” 


several 


She is, in 


THE END 
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Teen-Age Rebellion 


(Continued from Page 23) 


and I thought I could talk to you like a 
I love Sumner. and he loves me. 


grownup. 
care of me. That means 


He wants to take 


I won’t have to work any more. Doesn’t 
that mean anything to you?” She was 


looking straight into my eyes. 

[ felt uncomfortable, I tried to shift my 
vaze. “What about Daddy?” I asked. 
“Daddy's dead, and Dennis is dead,” 
Mama recounted sadly. 

Dennis was my brother. he 
killed about two years after my dad had 
died in the war. He had been sleigh-riding 
down a hill and came zooming right down 
into the street and been run over. He had 
died instantly. That had been a terrible 
time for Mama, Thinking about it made 
me remember how little happiness and 
how much sorrow Mama had known. That 


had been 


was another reason I hated Sumner; he 
would only bring her unhappiness—I 


could feel it. 
“If you get married [ don’t want to stay 


here.” I-said. 
“Darling. don’t say that.” Mama _ got 
all weepy. “Don’t you see how much better 


life will be for all of us? Ill be able to 
stay home and be a full-time mother, we 
can make all the always 
planned to make if we had time to sew,” 
Mama reminded me. “and Sumner will 
make a wonderful father for you. Why, we 
can be like all the other families 
know. going places together and having 
fun.” Mama tried so hard to convince me. 
but it just didn’t work. I couldn’t see why 
Mama needed him. Our house was paid 
for, there was still money in the bank left 
from the insurance. and part of that money 
was promised to me for a car when I was 
old enough. 

Mama went on explaining all that old 
routine about what a lovely family we 
would make until it made me sick. She 
wasn’t even listening to me. I didn’t want 
any part of Sumner. I'd never accept him 
in my father’s place. He was a stranger, 
and that’s what he’d stay as far as IT was 
concerned, 


dresses we 


you 


T WAS FUNNY how Mama had changed 

since she met Sumner. He had walked 
into her office and made a pitch for her 
and she had fallen like a ton of bricks. I 
hoped I’d never be such a dope! 

So in spite of every objection I raised 
Mama married him. I’m sure Sumner 
knew how much I hated him—I didn’t 
make any secret about it. I guess they 
must have convinced themselves that I 
would come around, but they didn’t know 
me. My mind was made up and if I could 
I was going to make them both sorry. I 
would try to make them as miserable as 
they had made me! 


Aunt Hilda while the love- 
birds went off on their honeymoon. 
sick with misery and did nothing but mope 


| stayed with 
I was 


around the whole week they were gone. I 
didn’t go out with any of the kids. I didn’t 


want their sympathy. 

Aunt Hilda was never one of my favorite 
people. but I felt like she really 
stood how I felt. I forgot the 
I had always nursed against her for the 
times she had borrowed from Mama then 


her back. 


under- 
resentment 


conveniently forgotten to pay 


She agreed with everything I had to say 
about Sumner, “He’s pretty smart.” she 
said. “He marries a widow with a house 


all paid for and a few thousand dollars in 
the bank. He 
last one, too!” 

“Not while I live!” I said angrily. “Part 
of that money is mine. Mama promised it 
to me for a car. and I intend to see that I 


probably will spend every 


get it.” 
“See that you do.” Aunt Hilda remind- 
ed me. “and get it before he beats vou to 


it!” 

I vowed silently that I would. 

I'll never forget the day they came home. 
Mama did look sort of pretty and younger. 
than I remembered her. You'd 
they carried on so, 


somehow, 
never know I was there. 
I wanted to scratch Sumner’s eyes out as 
he picked Mama up and carried her across 
the threshold of the house. They 
both giggling up a storm. then as he set 
her down they were hugging and kissing 
and just watching them made me sick to 
This was my daddy’s house, 
had built it brick 
two hands 


were 


my stomach. 


I remembered. and he 


by brick with his own before 


he went off to war. I felt tears stinging 
my eyes. I wish they had never come 


home. Why couldn't they have been killed 
in an accident? 


That night was even worse. It had been 


bad enough to watch them kissing and 
touching each other. but seeing them go 


into the bedroom together to sleep almost 
killed me. [ thought of Mama _ had 
shared that bed with my own Daddy. How 
could she now share it with another man? 

I felt sicker that night than I ever had 
in my whole life. I honestly think I could 
have committed murder that night. I lay 
in my bed with my heart beating and my 
pulses pounding, hearing the murmur of 
their voices and the lilting sound of their 
shared laughter coming to me through the 


how 


walls. I was as left out as Daddy. I got up 
from bed and turned on the light and 
stood looking at my father’s picture. Big 
tears fell, “I'll make them sorry!” I vowed. 
Then I went back to bed and cried 
myself to sleep. No one in the whole 
world can know how lost and lonely I 


was that night. 
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roe N’T seem like home 
more, were older [ know I would 
have gone away. I stayed out with the kids 
as much as I could until school let out, 
then I was really at loose ends. I had 
chance to be a junior counseler at a camp 
run by the city for underprivileged chil- 


any 


een 


dren. but I wasn’t allowed to take it. Oh. 
no. Sumner saw to that! He was still 
traveling for his company. and the only 


time he got home was on weekends. 

“T don’t want your mother staying by 
herself.” he told me. “You'll have lots of 
time to work when you're old enough.” I 
was furious. I turned on him, “You and 
Mama don’t mind leaving me alone. You're 
always going off somewhere Saturdays and 
Sundays.” 

“We always ask you to go along.” Sum- 
ner reminded me. and Mama butted 
“You never want to go with us.” 

IT almost hated Mama these days. She 
was always in perfect agreement with her 


precious Sumner. She was his echo. Any- 
thing he said or did was all right. Didn’t 


she care about me any more? 

I fussed and carried on when I saw my 
hest friend Margo go off to camp. Now I 
really was left alone. I dreaded the long 
summer that lay ahead. 

Week days were at least bearable. Then 


at least. we were by ourselves. Mama al- 


most behaved like a human being. But 
come Friday. she changed. This had to 
be done and that had to be done. and 


Sumner’s shirts had to be gotten from the 
laundry and his suits from the tailors 
What a fuss! I got so I hated to wake up 
on Friday mornings any more. 

IT kept reminding Mama about the car 
she promised to buy me. 

“Tll be sixteen in just two weeks.” I 
showed Mama the calendar. “Sixteen is 
supposed to be a very special age. and for 
a present IT want to learn how to drive.” 

“When school starts you can take driver- 
training now that you start your junior 
year.” Mama said. “I want you to learn 
the right way. and get lots of practice 

“You keep putting off your promise.” I 
reminded her again. 

T think the thing that made me really 
blow my stack was when Sumner got a 
new car. That really threw me. All IT could 
think of was the money in the bank. I 
couldn't hold my temper in. 

“Did you take the money out of the bank 


to get that car for Sumner?” I asked 
Mama after Sumner had left. 
Her answer really made me see red. 


“Some things don’t concern you, Joannie.” 
heard her take that tone of 
“Summer is working to make 


IT had never 
voice before. 
a living for the three of us,” she said. 

~The money in the bank belonged to my 
I shouted. “He would have wanted 


not some strange man you've 


dad.” 
me to have it. 
picked up with!” 

I could see I had hurt Mama with that 
deadly remark. her eyes flooded with tears. 
“Since when did you learn to hit below 
the belt?” she asked me. 


I walked away. not sure of what to say, 
thinking only of the money and how it 
should have belonged to me. I went up 
to my room and sat there thinking and 
thinking. 


N SUNDAY MORNING T announced 
very deliberately that I wanted to go to 


put flowers on Daddy’s grave. 

Mama looked shook. “We can’t do it 
today.” she pointed out. “We have im. 
portant guests coming, you know | that 
Sumner’s boss and his wife are having 


dinner here today.” 

“What do I care?” I shouted. “Tt’s 
Daddy’s birthday. and we’ve always gone 
to his grave on his birthday.” 

Sumner looked most uncomfortable. he 
put aside the Sunday paper he’d been read- 
ing. “I'll drive you there next Sunday.” he 
said. 

“Today is when I want to go, not next 
Sunday!” TI insisted. 

When Mama tried to explain again that 
we couldn’t go. I said. “If I had my own 
car, like I should because you promised. 
I'd go without asking for favors.” I went 
on. “You never do anything for me any 
Mama.” IT said. “You sure have for- 
gotten me along with Daddy and Dennis, 
too!” | was erying bitterly now. 

“That's enough. young lady,” Sumner 
stood up and came towards me. “I don’t 
intend to see your mother upset again to- 
day. Every Sunday you manage to think 
of something to spoil our day!” 

“How about the days you spoil for me?” 
T spat out. 

“You arrange that.” Sumner said. “Why 
can't you stop thinking of ways to punish 
your mother and make her happy for a 
change?” 

= ou 
walk right in 
thing! My mother. 
in the bank!” 


more. 


“You 


every- 


your nerve.” I said. 
here and take over 
the house and even the 
T was shaking with 


have 


money 
rage, 
“Joannie.” my mother screamed. “That’s 
enough! T want you to apologize to Sum- 
ner right this very minute!” 

“T won't. T won't!” I ran sobbing. 
of the kitchen and out of the house. 

I ran and ran without thinking where I 
Any place but there with both 
of them teamed up against me. After 
awhile I decided on Aunt Hilda’s. - She 
was sitting on the front porch 

“What's up?” she asked. seeing my eyes 
all red from erying. 

I poured out the whole story to her. 


out 


Was going. 


“It’s a darn shame.” she sympathized 
with me. “I can’t imagine what’s gotten in- 
to Liz. I thought she had more brains 


than to let a guy like that shake her 
down.” 
\unt Hilda went on adding fuel to my 


already burning fire. 

In the end Aunt Hilda got Uncle Carl 
to drive me in their beaten up old car. I 
was mighty grateful to them both that day. 
I felt like I had scored a victory getting 
to Daddy’s grave. At least I had done my 
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duty. | hadn't forgotten him. 

Uncle Carl showed me a little bit about 
driving on the way home, and even let me 
take the wheel on a quiet stretch. He told 
me to come over any evening and he'd take 
me around the block couple of times. 
“Thanks a million!” I said to them both as 
they dropped me outside of the 
“[’]l never forget you for taking me today.” 

“Try to get your hands on some money.” 
Hilda reminded me. “Carl can 
nice buy in a car.” I felt a little 
[ left them. they were practically the only 
friends I had left in the world these days! 
[ knew Hilda liked her whiskey. the next 
time I went there I would take her one of 


house. 


get you a 


glow as 


Sumner’s bottles. 


SNEAKED into the house quietly. 
Sumner’s precious boss and his wife 
were there. I sure didn’t want to meet 


them! I came through the back door so 
they wouldn’t see me. [ was almost starved 
by the time they left. I hadn’t eaten all 
day. I was relieved when I heard their car 
drive off. I came right down the stairs. 
banging my after me sailing 
right into the kitchen. 

“I’m hungry.” I said to my 
if nothing had happened between us. Sum- 
ner came in to the kitchen at the sound of 
‘who do you 


door and 


mother, as 


my voice giving me one of his 


think you are’ kind of looks. “If you're 
hungry. help yourself.” he said. “Your 


mother has been working in the kitchen 
the last two hours.” 

“Not for me.” I said, boldly, 
working for your precious boss. 
can work for me! I’m hungry!” 

Mama stood there looking a little un- 
sure of herself. Sumner had a blazing look 
on his he turned to Mama, “She can 
help herself, there’s plenty of food 
refrigerator.” 

Mama appealed to him. “Tt 


“She's been 


Now she 


face. 
in the 


wont take 


a minute to fix something for her. she 
hasn’t eaten all day.” 

“And whose fault is that?” Sumner 
asked, “Look here. I won’t have you mak- 


ing a slave of yourself.” he tried to pilot 
Mama out of the kitchen. She didn’t seem 
to want to go. it won't take but a 
minute,” she pleaded with him. 

I was just so furious by that time I could 
have knocked both of their heads together, 
Mama’s for being so stupid and depen- 


“Please. 


dent on his every word; Sumner’s for be- 
ing so all-fired bossy. “I forgot.” I 
nastily “Mama 
slave for only you. and of course the food 
we get nowadays is 
That’s the difference!” 
Mama turned real sallow. 
!” she cried. 
means, 


said as 
as I could. is allowed to 


paid for by you! 
“Joannie. stop 


You know what Sumner 
Stop twisting everything around. 
| have been a little tired and headachy to- 
day,” she explained. “What with company 
and all. I guess I’m just a little exhausted. 
Sumner was worried about me.” She was 
trying to plead with me to understand 

begging for my sympathy. 
trick and T wasn’t buying it. it just made 


It was an old 


me madder than ever. | reached for some- 
thing to strike at both of them. “Too much 
love-making. probably.” I said with all the 
meaning I could 
little That was as 
I felt a stinging slap across 


unwholesome 
“Better slow 
far as I got. 
my face, [ held it and saw Mama with her 
mouth wide open. amazed at Sumner put- 
ting a hand on me. Then. 
he had pulled a chair under him 
sat down and pulled me to him and 


convey. 


up a 


as if that weren't 
enough, 
and 
laid me across his knees and was _ pad- 
I screamed and bit and kicked. 
Mama 
this 
Sumner must have heard the 
from the chair 
down and 


k dab 


dling me! 

“Stop it!” 
“Put her 
voice broke. 


velled hysterically. 


down instant.” then her 


break because he 
as suddenly as he 


got up 
had sat 
dumped me like a heap of coal smac 
on the floor. 

Mama 
into his arms, 
there on the floor. 
“She’s my 
reminded “You 
punishment to me.” 

“T can’t stand what she’s doing to you 


took 


trying to console her. 


her 
I lay 
watching them between 
daughter.” Mama 
leave the 


was sobbing. Sumner 


my tears. 


him. should 


to us.” Sumner said. 

“I hate you. [ hate you both!” I 
screamed at them hysterically. 

Mama tried to come to my side but 
Sumner held her back. she pulled and 


pulled but he wouldn’t let her go. Sud- 
denly I saw her go limp and lifeless. then 
she just collapsed in a heap at Sumner’s 
leet. 

I got up in a hurry. then. 


Sumner was galvanized into action. too. 


We forgot our anger in that moment of 
concern for Mama. “Get the doctor here 
right away,”’ Sumner called. He had pick- 


ed Mama up and carried her into the liv- 
ing room and put her down gently on the 
couch. I had called and the doctor said he 
would be right there. I kept putting cold 
compresses on Mama’s head and chafing 
her wrists for what seemed like an eternity 
until the doctor finally arrived. 

Of course I had to leave the room! Me. 
Mama’s own child! But Sumner got to 
stay. of course. He always got to do all 
the things these days that I wasn’t allowed 
to do! 

The next thing I knew they were taking 
Mama to the hospital. 

Just a precautionary measure. 
He had to 
Mama a few tests. 


the doc- 


tor explained. said he give 


\ AMA WAS only gone three days. but 
they seemed like a lifetime. I had to 
stay home with Sumner. He didn’t go to 
work. He said he couldn’t go until he knew 
Mama was safely at home. What a line, I 
thought. We didn’t have very much to say 
to one another. and I walked to the 
pital rather than ride with him. 
No sooner had Mama been settled cozily 
on her bed back home than I got the news. 
baby! 


hos- 


Mama was going to have a 

\ baby, and Sumner would be the father. 
That really would out in the 
cold!) Mama seemed to be old to be having 
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19 Specialized United Nations agencies 
nternational organizations work around 
orld to eliminate these inequalities, to 
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a baby. I dreaded what the kids in school 
would say when they found out. Gosh, 
what a ribbing I'd take! Life was just 
getting worse and worse. 

I’d kept hoping that Mama and Sumner 
wouldn’t make a go of things, but now it 
looked absolutely hopeless! A baby would 
really seal the miserable deal they had 
cooked up against me. 

How Sumner would strut, [ thought in 
a wave of self-pity and hatred for him. 
Mama and he would have something that 
belonged only to the two of them. Where 
did that leave me? I had it figured out: 
I'd definitely be left on the outside, look- 
ing in. If only I was going to be eighteen 
instead of sixteen. boy I'd be gone so fast 
and so far thev’d never see or hear from 
me again! 

All I heard from that 
“Take care of your mother. don’t let her 
lift anything! Don’t let her bend!” I got 
tired of all the dos and don'ts. What did 
Sumner think I was. her keeper? 

As if life wasn’t unbearable enough, 
they had to cook up another lovely sur- 
prise for me. Mama threw it at me early 
one Monday morning. Sumner had gone 
back on the road and we were just finish- 
“Joannie—we’re going 


time on was, 


ing our breakfast. 
to move.” 

Just like that. she let me have it! I 
looked at her as if she really had lost every 
bit of sense she ever had. Move? This was 
home to me, the place where I had been 
born. This was the house my father had 
built for us. All of my friends were here: 
school, church, everything. I began to 
ery hysterically, “You can’t mean out of 
this town—away from 
know—?” I asked. 

“Listen dear.” Mama put a restraining 
hand on me. “Just listen quietly for a mo- 
ment. The move will be for the best for 
all of us. Sumner has a promotion coming, 
that’s why his boss came here on Sunday. 
He won’t have to travel any more. He’ll 
have a nice office and be home every night 
and we can live a normal life.” 

That sounded ducky. I thought. Now 
he’d be here every single night, how much 
worse could things get. “I don’t want to 
move!” T insisted. 

“Well, we have to move. never-the-less,” 
Mama said very matter of factly. That just 
infuriated me more. “We’re going to Long 
Falls—it’s a lovely town.” 

Long Falls. She may as well have said 
China! That was over two hundred miles 
from here. 


everyone I 


I began to cry over again. “I 
won’t go!” I said. Mama looked at me 
helplessly. “I’ll stay with Aunt Hilda.” 

“You'll stay with no one. You'll go with 

!” Mama said. and we argued back and 
forth and finally I went to my room and 
dissolved in tears. 

I bided my time all that week until Sum- 
ner came home, then I let him have it, all 
four barrels! 

But he wouldn’t let me argue with him. 
He listened to the tirade I pulled about 
his taking my mother away from me, and 
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now trying to take my home and my 
friends. He must have been prepared for 
my anger. He just said very quietly, 
“Joannie. we're not going to argue, your 
mother has only been home from the hos. 
pital a few days. I'm not going to have her 
upset.” 

That really threw me. I wanted to kick 
at him and beat him. Oh, if only I were a 
man instead of a woman, 1 thought. 


T SNEAKED A BOTTLE of Sumner’s 
precious whisky and went over to Aunt 

Hilda’s. Both Carl and Hilda didn’t waste 

much time going to work on the bottle. 

“Will you let me come here and live with 
you?” | looked at both of them as I asked 
the question. Carl got real busy and left 
the room. taking a filled glass of whisky 
with him. Hilda just stared at me. Finally 
she said. “Now what’s wrong at home?” 

“Everything.” I confessed. ““Mama’s go- 
ing to have a baby and they intend to move 
to Long Falls.” 

Aunt Hilda started smirking. “A baby 
at her age?” 

“That’s what I said!” I told her. 

“What in the world does she want a baby 
for?” Aunt Hilda looked puzzled. “Why 
don’t she get rid of it?” 

“How do people get rid of babies?” ] 
asked excitedly. 

“Oh. there’s ways—lots of them,” Aunt 
Hilda said. 

\ new thought was planted in my mind. 
If only Mama could get rid of this baby 
then maybe that would mean that eventual- 
ly she’d get rid of Sumner, too. Maybe we 
wouldn't have to move. I was kind of quiet 
and thoughtful the rest of that week-end. 
and both Mama and Sumner seemed to 
breathe a sigh of relief. 

But right after Sumner left on Monday 
morning I began to work on Mama. 

She listened quietly until T mentioned 
the word about getting rid of the baby. 
Then you should have seen her. I never 
knew Mama could get so mad, it kind of 
scared me. I was sure glad Sumner couldn't 
see her right this minute otherwise there’s 
no telling what would happen to me. 

“How could you discuss me with Aunt 
Hilda?” Mama said with a very pained 
expression on her face. 

“She’s your sister. isn’t she?” I asked. 

“You know how I feel about Hilda.” 
Mama said. “You had absolutely no right 
to discuss family business with anyone. 
Hilda has a vile tongue. and besides she 
doesn’t understand. She never had a child 
of her own. Ul give her a piece of my mind 
about discussing things like that with a 
mere child!” She said violently, “Dont 
vou ever go to her house again!” 

I didn’t care what she said. I was going 
to Aunt Hilda’s again. and Aunt Hilda 
seemed vlad to welcome me just to show 
\lama that she wasn’t going to run her life! 
I brought more whisky each time I went 
there until there was just one last bottle 
left. | didn’t dare take that. 

Hilda got Carl to take me around the 
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ESTERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
, a and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “‘toad- 
stool’’ that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth. . . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 
The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 
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Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 


Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 


tomorrow. 

lars. Send your gift to CAN OF —— 
CANCER in care of 

your local post office. SOC] CTY i 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone. But 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- 
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for a few more driving lessons, and | 
ally sure of myself. There was no 


to driving at all. I knew I could do it. 


inwhile, Mama was having a hard 
he kept throwing up and whatever 
or gave her didn’t seem to help. 
[ thought, I hope you suffer like you 
suffer! I was sure she was being 
i. Sumner looked worried, too. 
ight he’d call from wherever he 
the road, and once or twice I had 
im that Mama couldn’t make it to 
It was good to panic him, I felt 
|. He had made this mess, now let 
at! 
eek end he got a hold of me out- 
[lama was laying down. “Joannie, 
ive you done with the whisky?” he 
juietly. 
not ask Mama?” I made up a lie 
sur of the moment, and decided I 


e lying!” he said sharply. 
[?” I threw over my shoulder. then 
I knew he wouldn’t dare 
cene, he wouldn’t want to disturb 
ious mother. I got a large charge 
vhat I had done. Let him worry 
for a while. 
xteenth birthday came and went. 
the most miserable I ever spent. 
the kids were still away. and a 
suuld have been out anyway, with 
reeping around sick like she was. 


away. 


of getting heavy like women do 
<pecting a baby. Mama got skin- 
was so pale you could almost see 
her skin. She still couldn’t keep a 
her stomach, and finally the doc- 


er he would have to put her back 
pital, 

was so sick they had to feed her 
uusly to combat dehydration. 


vas like a crazy man. All talk of 
id to be put off until Mama was 
hape. 
vas still in the hospital a week 
large was home from camp and | 
her house most of the time. She 
nerves though. She wasn’t in- 
1 how miserable my life was. All 
-d to talk this new 
had met at what a 


it he 


about was 


camp and 


was. 


JAY NIGHT I got a real keen idea. 
t's you and I go for a ride to the 

[ said to Marge. Her eyes 
Roman candles, her dream-boat 
id was working there as a car- 


ll take us?” she asked. 

[ said real proud. “I learned 
hile you were at camp, so you see 
er wasn’t a total loss!” I was 
hearing only about her exploits, I 
ast about my own. 

Sumner went to sleep early on 
nights because he had that long 
the road ahead of him every Mon- 
I had thought about this for 


ning, 


a long time. The car was partly mine, any- 
how, bought with my father’s insurance 
money, so why shouldn’t I borrow it. Mama 
didn’t have to know, and Sumner would be 
fast asleep. He always stayed at the hos- 
pital with Mama till the last minute visi- 
tors were allowed, then he would come 
home and go to bed. He knew I was over 
at Marge’s house most of the time since she 
had come back to the city, and besides, 
he knew I wouldn’t take any dictation 
from him. 

So Marge and I killed time and then told 
her folk she was going to spend the night 
with me. We often spent time with each 
other, so her parents weren’t surprised. 
They understood kids, having a house full 
of them. They knew girls like to talk to 
each other and share secrets. I liked 
Marge’s folk a lot. She sure was lucky. 

Then Marge got chicken and tried to 
back out. “Maybe we shouldn't, we'll get 
caught, then my folk will kill me.” she 
whispered. 

“You want to see your Danny boy, don’t 
you?” I tempted her. “Then stop worrying. 
I’m doing this, not you.” 

I got the car out of the driveway real 
easy like. Uncle Carl had let me back his 
out quite a few times, and Sumner’s was 
so much easier because it was new. There 
was nothing to it. I didn’t put a light on 
until I had cleared our house, then off I 
went, proud as a peacock to feel the car 
respond to my touch. 

“You're good!” Maree congratulated 
me, and I felt my heart sing. If I couldn't 
have a car of my own, I’d show them, I'd 
take this one. It was rightfully mine. any- 
how. I reasoned. 


HE CROSSROADS was out on Route 

19 about 16 miles. We had the radio 
on and Marge and I were singing as we 
whizzed along. “Take it easy!” Marge said 
every once in a while when my foot bore 
down on the accelerator. 

“Relax!” I chided her. “live a little!” 
This was fun, I told myself, why shouldn't 
I enjoy myself. All summer I had stayed 
at home and played nursemaid while the 
other kids went off and had fun. I was 
entitled to something and IT was going to 
get it. 

I know [ could have managed the car 
real fine if it wasn’t for those horrible 
bright headlights that just blinded me. 
The next thing I knew I felt the car leave 
the road. and then crash. It hit a tree on 
the side. and nosed into a ditch. I don’t 
know whether it was Marge’s screams or 
my own that echoed in my ears, all I know 
is that I sat motionless for a time, till 
Marge pushed me, crying, “What do we do 
now? What do we do?” 

That was a question. What did we do? 

I made believe I was big and _ bold. 
“Don’t worry,” I lied, “everything will be 
all right. We’re not hurt, and I’m sure the 
car can be fixed. Let’s get out and see if 
we can find a telephone.” 

So we walked and walked, and it seemed 


like a hundred miles till we finally found a 
telephone in a service station. 

The phone must have rung ten times be- 
fore Sumner finally answered. The first 
thing he said when he heard my voice was, 
“Has something happened to your moth. 
er?” Then, “Where are you calling from. 
anyway ?” 

I was all prepared for the screaming and 
cursing I knew he would give me. But all 
he said was, “Stay right where you are. 
Don’t talk about the accident to anyone. 
I'll be there as fast as I can get a cab to 
bring me.” 

I couldn’t figure that guy out. Wait till 
he saw his car—brother, he’d really let 
mé have it! 

Marge was shivering with fear. “I should 
never have gone with you,” she kept saying 
again and again. “What will my family 
say to me?” 

“Oh stop feeling sorry for yourself!” | 
said. “How about me?” 

Finally Sumner came. It seemed like 
hours, and Marge and I must have died a 
thousand times during that wait. If there 
had only been some place to run to I sure 
would have gone, but fast. 

“Get in the cab.” Sumner called to us. 
We got in and he directed the cab to turn 
around. “Show me where it happened.” 
Sumner said. Then he turned to both of 
us. “Are you quite sure neither of you is 
hurt?” he asked. 

I was still waiting to hear the blame that 
was going to be heaped upon me. Nothing 
came. He’s waiting until he gets me home 
alone, 1 thought. Then I'll get it. 1 was 
scared, real scared. 

We finally found the car. It was so dark 
we had a hard time, and everything was 
so confused that neither Marge nor I could 
point out the exact spot. Sumner got out 
and looked the car over. He reached in 
and got his keys that I had stupidly left 
in the ignition. locked up the car and came 
hack to the cab. Then we went home. 

I heard him telling the driver he would 
sure appreciate him forgetting the whole 
thing, then I saw him slip the driver a 
five dollar bill. 

“Marge is staying here tonight.” I told 
Sumner. “That’s what we had told her 
folk,” I explained. 

“Both of you go on up and get some 
sleep,” Sumner said. “We'll talk about this 
in the morning. T’ll have to get in touch 
with the office and let them know I may 
be delayed getting out to my accounts. I'll 
have to make arrangements about having 
the car towed to a garage.” 

It was awfully late. I heard Sumner 
using the phone until much later. Marge 
and I scarcely slept all night. We were 
both so worried. “If my folk find out 
they’ll never trust me again,” Marge said. 
“T thought you had your license the way 
you talked.” 

“I didn’t say that!” I got angry. She 
was a heck of a friend. only thinking of 
her own skin. 
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found a and she went home. I had enough to face 
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James Moody 


(Continued from Page 40) 


a coke and drank it. . . Now I’m 

lown to the club where we're play- 

the next thing | know the same 

art passing me and the same cars 

by. I wound up in the Detroit 
Hospital for three days. 

was a pathetic nervous wreck 

got out and drinking wine was the 

ng that kept him going. “Soon, I 

eping a gallon jug in my car. It 

hat | couldn't afford anything else. 

ked the taste of wine.” Unable to 

ide his habit. Moody quit the band. 

o Paris where his uncle worked 

week 


rovernment. For a whole 
arrived in the world’s most beau- 
Moody stayed locked up in his 
“It took me that long 
Then 


partment. 

out of it.” he remembers. 

[ woke up and the sun was shin- 

oked out of the window and it 

sutiful day. We were about a half 

1 the Eiffel Tower. | said to my- 

ke. wow, what am [ doing here?” 

first step was the St. Germain 

Club. My aunt said. “Take your horn.” 
He began sitting in with the 

I »ands organized by the Hot Club 
I e and pretty soon. “I was playing 
tty good stuff. They asked me 

urs with them. I went to North 


Africa and Sweden. where I first recorded 
Moody’s Mood For Love.” It became a 
hit. Not only did Moody regain his skill 
in France but found his soul. It was love 
at first sight. He tells how when he says, 
“The first night I went to the club. there 
was the prettiest little girl who my aunt 
said kept watching me. She was a cute 
little thing with brunette hair and smooth 
skin. Up to that time I had been afraid 
of girls but we seem to have been drawn to 
each other. We began dating—-going for 
walks in the park. visiting 
castle. laying on the beach near the Rivi- 
era. Boy it was really some romance. Just 
like a storybook. I mean the way it went 
down. I'll never forget it.” 

Moody and his Paris love. Maryvonne. 
were married in France where they lived 
happily until he returned to the States. 
Admitting he didn’t want to come back and 
leave his family. Moody says. “I had to. 
My records were a hit over here. The pro- 
moters were asking for me. They gave 
me a big car and a band and I went back 
on the road... Everything was moving 
too fast again. I sent for Maryvonne. but 
she couldn’t understand my constant travel. 
Soon people began telling her things about 
my drinking. She thought I was taking 
dope. Then I began hearing things. It’s 


Napoleon’s 





LL 


\lv husband and I were 


It was all over. 


What harm was there in finding 


mi 


thro ugh. 


a new love? 


Whv should anyone be hurt? 


Was I right, or was it only that 


‘lL WANTED EVERYTHING’ 
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tough when you don't have anybody to 
believe in you. When you don’t have any: 
thing to believe in yourself... We broke 
up and she went back to France.” 

Despondent over the break up of his 
marriage and beset with income tax pro). 
lems from lax handling of money flowing 
in from recordings and dates. Mood, 
turned to the bottle again. “I didn’t have 
any other place to go.” he says. 

The price of his drinking by Moody's 
calculations was several hundred thousands 
of dollars. “In 1952 and 1953.” he recalls, 
“I was grossing $100,000 a year. I had 
Woody's Mood For Love going for me and 
location operators were fighting to book 
my group. 

He drank steadily for four years follow- 
ing the breakdown of his marriage. reach.- 
ing a new peak of two gallons of wine a 
day. “Il kept a bottle stashed in my sax 
case. another in my hotel room and a 
couple more in my car.” he says. “Night 
club operators wouldn’t buy me. and it 
got so that I didn’t give a damn if I worked 
or not.” 

The crowning blow was when a fire at 
the Blue Note club in Philadelphia de- 
stroyed Moody’s band instruments and 
book of music. “That fire burned me right 
out of business,” Moody grimly recalled. “I 
never got a dime’s worth of insurance ... 
My whole life seemed to go up in that 
blaze.” 

Even his drinking couldn’t help him 
Down and completely out. Moody 
turned toward Overbrook: “My mother 
only took me up to the New Jersey hos. 
pital for an appointment. but the doctor 
took one look and said. ‘I think you'd bet- 
ter stay.” I told him I had an engagement 
to play that night but he said ‘you'll never 
make it.’ ” 

He didn’t get back to the band for over 
a year. At one point Moody thought he 
was ready for release before his time. 
The first thing he did when he got out 
on a pass was get drunk. “When I woke 
up the next day it was such a pretty day. 
I vowed to myself then I'd never take an- 
other drink. However. when I went back 
to the hospital they caught me weaving 
down that long corridor and kept me three 
more months. But I’ve never taken a drink 


how, 


since, 

It wasn’t until Moody returned to his 
music in Overbrook that he began to re- 
habilitate himself. “At first. I didn’t want 
to go down to the music room, but when | 
did, everything began to get all right.” 

Moody began studying the flute and 
teaching other patients the saxophone. “I 
hope I learn to play it.” the artist says 
modestly when told his artistry on the flute 
is overwhelming. 

Finally, Moody knew within himself that 
le was ready to return to a world he hadn't 
been able to face before. His victory over 
this setting is best described by author and 
close friend, Frank London Brown on the 
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Nobody has to tell you why 
you want peace. You see it 
in your child’s eyes and hear 
it in his laughter. 

But just wanting peace 
won’t keep it. You need to 
back your wanting with 
money. Peace costs money. 

Money for strength to keep 
the peace. Money for science 
and education to help make 
peace lasting. And money 
saved by individuals to help 
keep our economy strong. 

Your Savings Bonds, as a 
direct investment in your 
country, make you a Partner 
in strengthening America’s 
Peace Power. 

Bonds you buy will earn 
money for you. But the most 
important thing they earn is 
peace. They help us keep the 
things worth keeping. 

Think it over. Are you buy- 
ing as many as you might? 








STRENGTHEN 
AMERICA’S 
PEACE POWER 


BUY U.S. SAVINGS BONDS 


Pe So, 
The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. The Treasury Department thanks : . be 
The Advertising Council and this magazine for their patriotic donation. kos <a 
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ilbum jacket of Moody’s memorable “Last 
Train From Overbrook.” Brown tells how 
Moody got out and immediately headed 
for Chicago to complete a recording date. 

Would he make it or would he take the 


noney and buy that one little drink for 
the road,” Brown writes. ... “On Tues- 
lay, September 8, James Moody stepped 
last train from Overbrook, only 
as in Chicago. The night had 


come and gone and he had not taken a 
drink. Moody, the man, and Moody the 
famous musician had become one; perhaps 
for the first time.” 

Since that date Moody, with the aid of 
his mother, his promoters and the close 
members of his band has gone on to con- 
quer his fears and frustrations. Eddie Jef- 
ferson who serves as companion and mana- 
ger and Dave Bouchee who taught him 





Olive Recipes 


(Continued from Page 45) 


Olive Turkey Curry 
V tbsps. butter; add 3 thsps. flour, 
curry powder and blend. Add 
1% cups milk and cook over low 
ng constantly until thickened. 
idd ps diced cooked turkey, salt and 
Cook over low heat 5 
stirring constantly. Meanwhile 
1 cups cooked rice, %4 cup melted 
cup sliced pimiento-stuffed green 
up chopped chives; mix well. 
greased 8-inch ring mold. Bake 
oven 5 minutes. Unmold. Fill 
with curried turkey. 
Olive Pineapple Cutlets 
iy ! cutlets about Y-inch thick, in 1 
| beaten egg and coat with % cup 
read crumbs. Cook in 3 table- 
elted butter until browned on 
Combine 2 tablespoons sugar, 
n salt, Y% cup sliced pimiento- 


taste. 





Mt 


UT 


stuffed green olives, 1 13%2-0z. cun pineap- 

ple chunks, 1 tablespoon grated orange 

rind, % teaspoon cloves, 1 teaspoon pa- 

prika. Mix well and add to veal mixture. 

Cover and cook over low heat 45 minutes. 

Uncover and cook 15 minutes, or until 
meat is tender. 

Spanish Cod and Olive Dinner 
Cook 1 cup chopped onions and 1 chopped 
garlic clove in % cup melted butter until 
tender. Add %4 cup salad oil; mix well. 
Cut 2 lbs. cod steak into serving pieces. 
Add to onion mixture and brown on both 
sides. Combine 1 13-0z. can tomatoes, ¥% 
cup chopped parsley, Y cup sliced pimien- 
to-stuffed green olives, 3 cups cooked rice, 
2 tsps. paprika, 2 tsps. salt, Ys tsp. pepper. 
Vix and pour over cod mixture. Cover and 
cook 15 minutes until cod is tender, Ar- 
range rice mixture in serving dish; top 
with cod and garnish with sliced olives. 
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astrology are his closest friends. Fortified 
with a new belief in himself, he has not 
turned back to that world of alcoholic 
darkness for help. Moody’s formula is 
simple. He says: “First you have to learn 
how to believe. Then find something to 
believe in and then believe.” 

It may be moody Moody’s attitude to- 
ward women which offers him his greates| 
challenge. “Girls don’t take to me_ too 
much.” he says, “And I keep away from 
them . [ just don’t see what they see 
in me. Maybe they would dig me if they 
understood me.” . 

The saxophonist reports that he was so 
afraid of girls at one time that while play. 
ing in Europe for several months he would 
go to his room and read comic books after 
completing his engagements. 

Although Moody is shy of girls, he is 
longing to find a mate “who understands 
... 1 need somebody now, not just some 
chick.” the celebrated musician says plain- 
tively. Recalling the failure of his earlier 
storybook romance with a beautiful French 
student, in Paris, the sensitive saxman 
says “we had a wonderful affair. She really 
brought me out and taught me a few things. 
but it couldn’t last.” 

(An avid student of astrology. Moody 
expects to meet his next mate under the 
sign of the stars. “You see I’m an arian,” 
he says. “this means I’m energetic and de- 
termined. I never give up.” THE END 








How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 17) 


woos me and makes me feel that life with- 
out him would have no meaning. [, in 
turn, try to give him inspiration so needed 
in his work. That I have succeeded in 
some modest way is always a source of 
great comfort to me. 

As with any musical artist, Bill has his 
moody moments—moments of intense con- 
centration: moments when he appears 
withdrawn from everything, including me. 
But these periods are short-lived and | 
know when to seek his attention and when 
it is best to leave him alone. 

We own a lovely house now on Bay- 
berry Road. Long Island. It looks out 
on the bay and we have a pier and plan 
to buy a boat real soon. 

We have never lived under circumstances 
of privation. And through the years as m) 
husband has become a more famous man 
we have. of course, adjusted to a higher 
standard of living, although not neces 
sarily to one of extreme luxury and opt 
lence. We just have the necessary things 
of life: the physical comforts of living for 
which my husband has worked so hard. 

But more important, we have each other 
and our love for each seems to be growing 
stronger with the years. For this, I think. 
we are blessed. And for this I am eternally 
grateful. 





. o_o eee ee 


ortified 
has not 
coholie 
1ula is 
© learn 
hing to 


ude to- 
rreatest 
me too 
y from 
hey see 
if they 


Was 30 
le play- 
> would 


ks after 


he is 
rstands 
st some 
s plain- 
earlier 
French 
saxman 
e really 
things. 


Moody 
der the 
arian,” 
and de- 


[IE END 





dl 


fe with- 
. Lae 
needed 
pded 


urce of 


has his 
nse con- 
appears 
ling me. 
| and | 
id when 


on Bay- 
oks out 
nd plan 


nstances 
‘$ as Mm) 
us man 
1 higher 
} neces: 
nd opu- 
y things 
ving for 
hard. 

ch other 
growing 
I think, 


sternally 





I Was A Victim— 


(Continued from Page 13) 


returned home, I got a job as an inter- 
viewer and enrolled in a college. But soon 
I transferred to another school downtown 
because I was missing the cosmopolitan 
atmosphere. I wanted to be a part of 
something. I was “seeking my identity,” 
as they say in the set. I didn’t want any 
part of anything that appeared to be re- 
strictions. My family, my neighborhood. 
my colored friends all began to bug me. 
So I moved back to the area where I felt 
free again. 


T WAS A different crowd this time. I 
was still with one of my old roommates. 
but we were going out with swinging 
college group. It was in this setting that 
I ran into Jack again at the public library. 
He was always digging around books and 
I did too at times. I had just finished my 
exams in anthropology and Marriage and 
Family. When I told Jack that some of 
us were going out and celebrate that night. 
he looked me directly in the and 
asked: “Can I come along?” 
I recognized that look in 
grey eyes. I started to say no, but he had 
seen the look in my eyes, too. I decided 
there was no point in being phony. 

Like, we really celebrated that night. 
When I told Jack later that I thought I 
was pregnant. he just laughed and said: 
“Sara, we were both so drunk we didn’t 
know what we were doing.” 

After realizing his attitude. I vowed 
never to see or bother Jack again after the 
baby was born. In fact. I decided to have 
the baby in a foundling home and leave it 
there with the Sisters. I wasn’t ashamed 
of having a baby out of wedlock, but I was 
afraid of what he would look like. I knew 
if 1 had a white baby, all my friends would 
know the score and my sister would say: 
“See. that’s what you get for running 
around with that crowd.” 

As the delivery date approached, I 
prayed that the baby would look more 
like me than like Jack. If only he didn’t 
look white, I could take him to my aunt 
without embarrassing her. She always un- 
derstood me. I could stay there until I was 
able to go back to work and care for the 
baby and myself. I would never need to 
ask Jack for anything. 

But Buddy changed all my plans when 
he was born. One look at him and you 
knew he was the spitting image of Jack. 

After I was strong enough to go back 
to work, I decided to leave Buddy in the 
foundling home and put him up for adop- 
tion. It was when I went back to sign the 
papers and looked at him again that I 
changed my mind. I just couldn’t sign 
him away. Instead, I got an apartment in 
a public project and hired a baby sitter. 


eyes 


Jack’s big. 


Most of my salary went for nursery fees 
and food. Right away I didn’t see how 
Buddy and I could make it, but I was still 


afraid to turn to my family and too 
ashamed to go anywhere else for help. 
In desperation, I went to Jack. I was 


surprised that he agreed to come to my 
apartment so quickly, but my surprise was 
short-lived. He seemed genuinely sympa- 
thetic when I told him: “I just can’t make 

Jack.” But although he appeared con- 
cerned, he said there was nothing he could 
do then. He explained that he was just 
finishing up his first book—and the clin- 
cher—that he was getting married to a 
girl from an important family. They were 
buying a home in an exclusive suburb 
where Negroes couldn’t live. 

“Now I know how people I write about 


feel when they face this problem,” Jack 
said patronizingly. 
That really made me blow my top. “Lis- 


you’ve got to do something.” I 
“T don’t want to make 
but if you don’t come up 
going to tell every- 


” 


ten, Jack, 
shouted at him. 
trouble for you, 
with something, I’m 
body about this baby! 

He began to look worried and offered 
me $100 if I signed a paper relieving him 
of all responsibility for support of the 
child. I was so desperate—and disgusted 
—that I let him draw up the paper and I 
signed it. He gave me a $100 check and 
walked out without even looking back at 
little Buddy. Any love that I had left for 
Jack went out the door with him. 


WO MONTHS LATER I was broke 

and desperate again, and now there 
was no place else to turn but to the very 
society whose codes I had defied. I made 
the rounds: public welfare offices, social 
workers, domestic relations court, assistant 
state’s attorney’s office. investigators, court 
hearings. In between, I lost three jobs in 
a row, came home to find my apartment 
ransacked one day, and even discovered 
somebody had set fire to the place. 

Meanwhile, Jack was growing in his 
profession, and I suspected him of using 
influence to give me the run around. At 
one point. a court official tried to discour- 
age me from following through with legal 
action by telling me: “Young lady, you’ve 
got an ethnic problem.” 

That bugged me. 

“Mister, I’ve got a baby and I need 
help,” I snapped angrily. 

When it was all over. the court instead 
of ruling against Jack, ended up helping 
me get $90 a month in welfare funds until 
I could find another job. For a while I 
tried to fight for what I believed was jus- 
tice, but there was nothing I could really 


do. 


| 
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Amazing new Bleach & Glow Cream 
lightens, brightens skin for the most: 
glamourous complexion you've ever 
seen! Amazing new Bleach & Glow 
Cream goes to work at once to bring 
you a soft, smooth, glowing skin. In just 
10 days see a lovely new, fascinating 
you! See ugly spots, blemishes, tiny 
lines disappear. Specially medicated to 
dry up blackheads, bumps, pimples, 
blemishes. Use as night cream or as 
ordinary foundation cream. Only $1.00 
on money back guarantee. Make haste! 
Order Bleach & Glow, 
Box 2026, Memphis, 
Tennessee. 


BLEACH and GLOW 


BLEACH & GLOW, Dept. 8G20-B 
P. O. Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. 


Rush me Bleach & Glow on money back guarantee! 
O I enclose $1.00 (includes tax and postage.) 
Es -D. I will pay postman $1.00 on 
delivery. Plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 
C.O0.D.’s outside Continentat VU. S. 
INPOR TANT! You save C.O.D. and postal 
charges by sending full amount with order.) 
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Pocket-Size Water 
Place in water; plug in socket ...turn onswitch! 
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This special deck of of playing cards with 
secret code on back card tells YOU 
what each card is - lying face down. 


Easy directions cxpigts code and how to 


do many kinds o aoe tricks. Use 

same deck for coe card games, such as 

poker, bridge etc. Only $4.98. Get a deck 

ye A SEND NOM cOneY Send Name 

and Address. Pa: an on arrival only $4.98 plus post- 

e. Address H ccisteR-WHITE Co.. Dept. 502-M, 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Mlinois. 














_) TO GLAMOUR-EYES YOU 


“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differently for 
the uninhibited with 

re for the new 
creative spirit of . 
Choice of clear 
tinted lenses. 


$325 








Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
and sassy bops. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YG-2, Brooklyn 35, N. Y. 
81 





N°: I LIVE only for Buddy and myself 
~ * —and Ronald, a young Negro I met’ 
when I moved back to a colored neighbor. 
hood after my clothes were burned. ; 

Ronald wants to marry me, and I am 
thinking very seriously about it. I like? 
him very much. I have met a few fellows: 
since Jack, but Ronald was the first one 
who really moved me. and he understands 
about Buddy and Jack. 





WHAT MY HEART SAYS 
“Wait and know him longer,” 
People say to me, 

“If you know him longer, 
Maybe you will see 





Faults you have not noticed. 
Do not love too fast.” 
A: (ip! ; But my heart is saying, 
At last! A figure-slimming all-in-one f 4 4 ' i} “Love! This love will last!” 
you can slip into as easy asa { ; oH ! —Carole Vail 
coatdress! This marvelous new aj Pt : 





two-way stretch corselette 4 ; j 
na ech tt lta : ; j i oi he There is only one problem: Ronald- 
ap to. setp tata, te ge wee tf | if wants me to forget about my old friends, 
form the smooth unbroken line i ; ' He says they are all right. but that they 
the new glamorous fashions BSS | are mostly white. I have tried to explain” 
eee pica j RnR | to him and to my family that you can't] 
control. Embroidered nylon dhesr Apa i i judge all people by one person. 
bra tops, with two-ply satin : { am sure I will get Ronald and my 4 
under cups. White only. | / family to see it my way. I have been ae- } 
cepted back in the family’s good graces 
again. My aunt is just crazy about Buddy 
he gets older. She seems to want to 
just put him in a glass cage for everyone” 
to look at. I can’t let her do that, how. 
ever. I don’t want him sheltered from 
Our life. 
crAMOus au tae meee ee i \lthough it got me into trouble for life. 
1 Send O-P-E-N FRONT C.0.D. plus iia in one night, that course in marriage and 
CD lenclose $______. You pay postage. family has already come in handy. I think7 
BUST SIZE cup I have been accepted back into my own) 
ate NAME (print) family because I came face to face with 
or your ADDRESS (print) my problems. Now, I know I was nothing” 
et Mere city___ Ss ZONB____ STATE_ hut a frustrated young girl running around) 
wild, trying to find my place in society. Al 
the glamour and glitter of the clubs are} 
gone for me now, although I still enjoy am 
You can be LUCKY oceasional evening out. But no more dol 
turn up my nose at the squares who stay 
ont che a Hac tncoarg hae home with their families and raise their 
. ‘ F children by the accepted codes. Because 
Need more money? All alone . . . need friends? I want my son to have the respect of all 
Unlucky at cards? Want more of the better things men. | am beginning to teach him to livé 
in life? More happiness? Want to attract and by all the standards I rejected just a few 
influence others? If any of the above apply to you, short years ago. 
send now for our free catalogue with complete list When I —_ married, | am Sere I wll 
of occult Louisiana and India goods, incenses, can- have other children who can profit by theit } 
dies, herbs, roots, oils and books of ancient and mother’s experiences. Since I have always 
modern practices. . No cost . . No obligation. believed in being frank, I won't keep amy 
thing from them. Certainly I shall be able 
to guide them through that dangerous pe 
riod when all youths turn their back of 
tradition and custom of the day. While? 
am trying to teach my son to live free from 


AFRO-INDIA IMPORT CO., INC.. MARIE LAVEAU = 

Box No. 35176, Los Angeles 35, California all the a aa and ey of 7 

Please send me absolutely free and without obligation your complete catalog. ern society, I don’t intend to have 
grow up thinking that all artists and peo 


ple who think independently are just look 
ing for that spark of understanding in each 


Zone ___. State other which makes all persons brothers” 
under the skin. THE END 


MA/, FREE TRIAL COUPON TODAY 




















AFRO-INDIA IMPORT CO., INC. 
POST OFFICE BOX 35176 * LOS ANGELES 35, CALIFORNIA 
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